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; When his eyes first fell upon it, the plain was 
THE MOMENTOUS QUESTION. covered with the dusky purple of twilight, but, 
; as he advanced, the moon rose, flooding the 
’ whole expanse with her beautiful light, into 
» which the horseman plunged like some dark 
spirit forcing a passage through the cloud por- 


BY MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS. 


CHAPTER II. 


Ur to the picturesque and broken hills that 
sheltered the scene described in our last chapter, 3 
ran the richly wooded park that for centuries had : 
scarcely been diminished in its original boundary { 
by the falling of a single tree. One end of the ; 
valley was completely choked up by its masses < 
of foliage, and, where it opened into the country 
beyond, the hills broke down to‘a level in a thou- { 
sand knolls and green ridges, scarcely less beau- 3 
tiful than the valley itself. Beyond this wild ; 
and broken ground ran a common of considera- 
ble extent, purple and golden with heather and 
broom flowers, under which the grouse sheltered 
their young, and called to each other in the still- ° 
ness. Beyond this heath the country rolled up 
into hills again, and, on the horizon, might be 
distinguished a spire or two, which gave indi- ; 
cations of a village beyond : and, far to the left, ° 
rose a single ruined tower, the fragment of some 
old Norman castle, whose proportions had once § 
covered a’ considerable space of Jand between ; 

e bills. 3 

3 ut three days after the scene described in } 
our last chapter, a solitary horseman rode cau- 
tiously along the highway that led up the val- 
ley, and mounting the hill where the road swept ; 
around the boundaries of the park, came slowly } 
out into the open country beyond. The man 
ee his horse upon the turf as much as pos- } 
ible, and looked around now and then as his 
road drew near the manor house, as if fearful 
of observation: a precaution that seemed quite 
unnecessary, for the night was drawing on, and 
in the thick shadows flung by the trees it would 
have been difficult to distinguish his features. 

As he came into the open country, the horse- 
man abandoned the caution hitherto manifested 
in his movements, and striking into a brisk trot, 
though the broken descent made his pace some- 

hat dangerous, turned his course through the 

‘ open heath. +A 
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tals of Paradise. 

Away over the flower-scented plain plunged 
that man and horse. The beautiful stillness of 
night, its dews, its cool and balmy air were all 
around them. The broad expanse, the soft blue 
sky above, and the wild blossoms breathing their 
last in fragrance as they were trampled beneath 
the hoofs of that impetuous steed, all failed to 
win the notice of that solitary horseman. His 
eye was bent on the ruined tower that arose 
among the hills with its ivy-clad walls bathed 
in the moonlight. As he looked, a heavy frown 
gathered upon his forehead, and he muttered 
between his teeth some words of fierce discon- 
tent. All at once a light, like the twinkle of a 
star, faint and clear, shot forth from the tower; 
an anxious eye only could have detected it 
through the heavy foliage, but the horseman 
saw its first gleam, and the frown left his face. 

‘Ha! it is all right!’? he exclaimed, putting 
spurs to his horse, and starting forward with re- 
newed speed. ‘I thought they would be punc- * 
tual.”? 
The horseman soon began to mount the hills, 
and after a half hour’s hard riding reached the 
ruined tower, where he dismounted, leaving his 
horse tied in the shadow flung by a broken angle 
of the wail. 

He seemed familiar with the place, wild and 
desolate as it was, for threading his way cau- 
tionsly through the broken stones that littered 
the earth everywhere around the tower, he lifted 
the ivy from what seemed a rent in the wall, 
and, feeling his way, began to mount a ruined 
stair-case, guided only by the faint gleams of 
moonlight that penetrated the crevises and loop- 
holes in the dilapidated stone-work. Many huge 
stone blocks that had formed the stairs were 
torn away, and others trembled and yielded be- 


? neath his footsteps, though he clung to the wall 
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wit th hands in mounting, afraid to trust his 
weit to the unstable masonry. At length, as 
a massive block bent, and in its vibration tore 
away some of the looser stones that fell down- 
ward with a crash, the man lost all caution, and 
called out in a voice where anger and affright 
were fiercely blended. 

** What ho!—have you a wish that I break my 
neck in this dark hole? Lights here—lights I 
say.”? 

**Hush!”? said a voice from the top of the 
stair-case, while a ruddy gleam shot downward 
over the rough masonry and the pale counte- 
nance of the man, who had sprung to the frag- 
ment of a step higher up, and with his hands 
grasping the angle of what had been a casement, 
was trembling from hand to foot. 

6‘ Why confound it man! with this thundering 
of the stones and shouting you might be heard a 
mile off.” 

Hold the light nearer, I say: nearer yet,”? 
cried Hyatt. ‘I believe the whole stair-case is 
going; I never attempted this infernal pass in 
the dark before. Come down, I say, and give 
me your hand!”? 

‘There,’ cried the other, with a compas- 
sionating sneer, descending a step or two, and 
reaching forth his hand, which Hyatt eagerly 
grasped. 

*‘ Why how the fellow shakes, and all because 
a few old stones have rattled down into the 
vault. Come pluck up courage now, you were 
never born to dread your own neck, that is cer- 
tain.”? 

Hyatt made no answer, but sprang upward 
with a desperate leap, and stood upon the plat- 
form with his jeering friend, who held the light 
to his face and chuckled softly at its whiteness. 

‘Oh! you city fellows are sad cowards after 
all,”? he said. ‘* Good for nothing except to plot 
deeds which braver men are to act. Come on, 
the others are waiting.”’ 

With these half contemptuous words the man 
turned away, and, carrying the light before him, 
entered what had once been a small chamber 
embedded in the massive walls of the tower. 
Though in a most ruinous and dilapidated state, 
the chinks and holes that riddled the walls were 
so choked up and girded together with ivy that 
the air itself was close and stifling, while a mo- 
derate quantity of light would scarcely be de- 
tected outside the walls. 

In this apartment sat two other men upon a 
block of stone which had fallen into the room. 
They wete playing cards by the light of a dark 
lantern swung overhead to a branch of ivy 
that had twined itself along the inner wall; 
both these men were young, and even passably 
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dressed. They started up as Hyatt and his 
companion entered: and while one shuffled the 
cards idly in his hands, the other took a hand- 
kerchief of delicate cambric from the stone 
where he had spread it for the protection of his 
dove-colored garments: and, passing it across 
his face, gave it a flirt which extinguished the 
lamp held by Hyatt’s guide. 

**Nay, never look crusty about the matter, 
old boy,” he said, quietly placing the kerchief 
in his pocket. ‘We need not kindle a beacon 
for any straggler that chooses to look this way 
from the village. Come, sit down, the lantern 
gives light enough for us to talk by. Hyatt, 
my fine fellow, what news from the manor? 
Is the old game-keeper bought over? Have 
you succeeded in making love to the old house- 
keeper ?”? 

*‘ Are you ready for action?” cried the man 
who had assisted Hyatt from his peril on the 
stair-case, and who was evidently much the 
elder of the party. ‘*We have been waiting 
long enough for this one job!” 

** Well—well, you will not have to wait much 
longer,”’ said Hyatt, who had scarcely recovered 
his breath. 

6 Are your horses here ?”? 

** Yes—yes.”’ 

*¢ And ready !” 

*¢ Saddled and bitted !”? 

*¢ And you are all armed?” 

The elder of the men smiled and thrust a hand 
into his bosom. 

*¢ What time is it now ?”? said Hyatt. 

The young gentleman whose nicety of appa- 
rel we have mentioned, took a glittering little 
watch from his vest, and, bending toward the 
lantern, pronounced it nine o’clock. ® 

It is earlier than I thought,’ said Hyatt. 
Well, we have half an hour good to ath 
our plans in: then to the saddle at once.”’ 

‘Then it comes off to-night ?”’ said the elder 
of the company, and his eagle eye kindled. 

6‘ Within two hours, if we do not break our 
necks in getting down from this tottering old 
rooks nest,” said Hyatt. ‘‘ But how hage yo 
all managed matters? I trust you have not be 
together in either of the villages,’? he added, 
with some anxiety. ‘ You, Smith, should know 
how to manage things better than that !’? 

‘And so I have,” replied the elder of the 
party, with a disagreeable smile; ‘‘ for my part 
I like large towns, where some little thing can 
always be picked up in the way of business. I 
lodged in Manchester last night.” 

** And you, Blakely ?’? said Hyatt, addressi : 
the young man whose white handerchief nal 
done such exegution on the lamp. 4 
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his “Oh! I came from the little manufacturing 
the town ten miles this way; he overtook me on 
and- the road, and was disposed to be civil; but 1 
lone am a courteous man, and never encourage the 
his § advances of strangers.” 

ross. Smith laughed and nodded his head encou- 
the | ragingly. 

‘ ‘It is a fact,”’ he said, * considering the short 
ter, time since I found him a travelling agent for the 
hief jj firm of ‘ Bradley, Coit & Co.’, you would hardly 
con believe the progress he has made in the craft. 
way He really looked in my face this morning as if 
ern we had never met before, though not a single 
att, soul was near to remark us if we had conversed 
or? a little.” 
ave } ‘*T was practising on the last lesson you gave 
ag~ me!”? said the young man, evidently proud of 

his teacher’s commendatien. 

nan “Smith has not found any of us very dull 
the pupils, I should think!” said Hyatt, casting one 
the of his side-long glances from the young man to 
ing the older one. 

Smith burst into a laugh, the more disagreea- 
ich ble that it was suppressed, and answered with 
red , an oath that “in his den, at the attorney’s office, 


Hyatt had learned enough of craft and policy, 
when fifteen years old, to teach half a dozen 
rough, honest rogues like himself.’? 

And this gentle compliment brought a well 
pleased and subtle smile to Hyatt’s lip. 

“You shall find that I have not mismanaged 
nd the affair in hand,’? he said, “though it has 
been a troublesome one enough. Everything is 
ready: you have but to ride over and help your- 





a- selves, I can tell you, and that without the dan- 
tle gerous expedient of pistols and crow-bar.”’ 
he The man who held the cards, and had been 
4 carelessly shuffling them all the time, without 
tt. “ apparent interest in what was going for- 
é: » suddenly flung them down and joined in 
the conversation. 
er *‘Now this looks like earnest,” he said. ‘If 
we are to commence operations at once, I shall 


ur not think this head work of Hyatt’s so very bad 
Id after all. For my part I was about giving up the 
* j oe are Those little beauties’’—and he 
: inted to the cards—* are a safer way of making 


d, money; and I* like fishing in the London hills 

w much better than the trout streams hereabouts, 
unless I too could carry my basket into some 

1e stone lodge, and find a pretty park-keeper’s 

rt daughter to try the trout for me!” 

in ‘And so you haye been setting spies upon 

I * me,” answered Hy t, while a faint red shot 


over his forehead. 

» Not at all,” replied the other, with great 
@eoolness; “but the fame of your conquest has 

got abroad, and of the gardener’s jealousy too. 





> 


“= 








It is astonishing how a little innocent try 
life sharpens ones appetite for this sort o eC. 
I had half a mind to try my own luck 1 2 
pretty rustic.’? , 

**Pshaw!”? interrupted Smith, with a con- 
temptuous sneer. ‘ Let us to business, gentle- 
men.” 

‘Yes, to business—to business,” Blakely 
joined in. ‘* What have we to do with country 
girls, except when they can be used as tools in 
the trade!” 

‘I should think we had trifled away enough 
time,”’ said Hyatt, drily. 

‘* Well, now for the job in hand,’’ exclaimed 
the others, and the three men drew close around 
Hyatt, and listened to the plan he had arranged 
for them with keen interest. As he proceeded, 
exclamations of warm approval, sometimes in 
the form of an oath, broke from the listeners; 
and even in the dim light their faces might be 
seen to kindle up with fierce expectation. * 

“Now,” said Hyatt, as his plan of villainy 
was fully understand, *‘we have but to mount 
and away; to-morrow at dawn we must all be 
thirty miles apart.” 

This speech was followed by a slight bustle 
of preparation. Each of the party examined 
his fire-arms, and a sterner expression lay upon 
every countenance as it was revealed in the 
gloom. A moment after, and the four men 
were creeping down the dismantled stair-case 
by the light of a lantern which Smith, who 
came last, held carefully sheltered from the 
air. Then followed the muffled tread of horses 
descending the hills, and after that four de- 
tached horsemen might be seen darting silently 
and swift as a shadow across the heath, far 
apart, but all bearing toward the same point. 
That point was the old manor house, whose 
chimnies could be seen rising dimly above the 
trees in the mouth of the valley. 

On the same evening when these movements 
were going forward at the manor house, Jones, 
the park-keeper, was wandering like an unquiet 
spirit about bis own dwelling. For half an hour 
he sat on the river’s brink, shaded by a clump 
of hazle bushes, and watching his daughter, who 
sat by the open window, with an eager and cat- 
like gaze. Then he left his shelter: stole softly 
along the garden wall, and still continued his 
guard, evidently growing more and more anx- 
ious each moment. At length some manifesta- 
tions of unrest seemed visible in the sweet girl, 
who sat so beautiful and angel-like by the open 
casement. As the moon arose she began to ex- 
hibit signs of keen expectation: she would arise 
and walk about the room, then steal back to the 
casement, and lean. out with her head bent on 
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on , as if her ear thirsted for the sound of 
a footstep crossing the turf. But all was 
still at length she sank back to her chair, 


and leaning her cheek on the palm of her hand, 
fell into an attitude of languid disappointment. 
The moon was up, broad and full, flooding the 
park, the flower garden, and the glancing stream 
with a glory that seemed half born of the dew, 
so bright and fragrant was the moist herbage. 
It was past the hour when Manson had pro- 
mised to be upon the brink of the rivulet. Yet 
with all her anxious watching no shadow or 
sign of his presence could be detected on the 
bank. He would not come to the house, she 
was Well aware of that: but he knew that her 
father would be absent that evening, for she had 
sent him word, and it was very singular that 
he should not have kept his promise. These 
thoughts were enough to make the young girl 
sad, combined as they were with fears and ap- 
prehensions of another kind: so she fell into 
the attitude we have described, and tears stole 
softly down her cheek. It seemed as if every 
thing that she had ever loved were deserting her. 

The game-keeper saw all this, and he too was 
dissatisfied, but ‘there was excitement and anger 
blended with his disappointment, for the first 
time ‘iff his life he was indignant that his own 
child had not acted counter to his orders. That 
night she was to have been the decoy bird to 
draw young Manson from his guard. Two days 
before, Jones had openly spoken of his intended 
absence that night, fully persuaded that Manson 
would never allow this opportunity for an inter- 
view with his daughter to pass unimproved. But 
now the evening was drawing to aclose; eight, 
nine, ten o’clock sounded from the village stee- 
ple, and still his daughter sat by the casement 
motionless and weeping, but so silent that he 
could not detect her grief. 

Now the hour had come, and at all risks he 
must depart. Cautiously and like a thief the old 
man stole from his own dwelling, and striking 
into a forest path, walked toward the manor 
house. He believed that his errand was a just 
one, that the expedition on which he was bent 
was such as might be proclaimed beforé men and 
angels without a blush, and yet the old man 
would start at each sound and hold his breath 
witb a thrill of guilty fear, if a form started in 
its thicket, or a bird was disturbed for an instant, 
in the tree boughs above his head. The old man’s 
head had been protected, but his heart, that fresh, 
honest heart, was right all the time, and it kept 
warning him back at every step as if it foretold 
how much of misery that night’s work would 
bring on him and bis. But the head was wilful 
in its newly acquired ideas, and so Thomas 





Jones walked on to meet the destiny he was pre- 
paring for himself. 

There was a hard lawn before the manor 
house, and a magnificent chestnut overrun the 
approach to the front door. The lawn was dotted 
with flowering shrubs, and sloped so gently into 
the glowing beds of a flower garden that one 
searcely knew where the verdure and bloom 
were first blended together. 

As the game-keeper issued from the park, his 
eye fell upon the beautiful scene; the ancient 
house with its gables, its chimnies, and its elabo- 
tate stone work throwing down a massive shadow 
of its own, on the picturesque garden, through 
the silver moonlight, till the flower beds were 
lithographed, as it were, with another old 
building softened and idealized to a degree of 
dream-like beauty, that no pencil could have 
approached. 

As the old man gazed on this scene, so beau- 
tiful and tranquil, his heart misgave him. The 
entire stillness was oppressive; it seemed to 
bring him more to the eye of the Almighty than 
he had ever been on earth before. He felt as if 
the shadow of some great crime had crept be- 
tween his soul and the stars that were looking 
down upon him, the moonlight that was veiling 
all things with its holy lightness. Filled with 
these sensations, the old man paused and began 
to meditate. What had seemed easy and right 
in the broad day-time, with the bustle of life all 
around him, and the tempter by his side, took a 
more and more important aspect in the still 
night, when he was left alone with the good and 
his natural self. He pondered, hesitated, and 
turned to retrace his steps, thinking of his 
daughter as of an angel sitting by the portals of 
heaven, ready to welcome him back with such 
a smile as he had often worshipped upon, . | 
mother’s lip. 

Filled with these better thoughts, the old man 
turned to obey his good angel, and walked swift- 
ly forward, eager to reach the shelter of his own 
roof. But scarcely had he advanced a hundred 
paces into the woods, when the figure of a man 
glided through the trees and drew close g@ him 
The old man paused, and a quick revulsion o 
feelings made his breath come sharply, for a beam 
of moonlight falling through the branches, re- 
vealed the face of young Hyatt. 

* Punctual always!”? said the young man, in 
a low voice, “I hope you got the keys without 
trouble.” p 

* Not yet—I—I—that is, I have not been to 
the garden cottage !”? 

‘© What!’ cried the other in a voice of alarm, 


surely you will not let this last opportunity for™® . 


recovering your property pass by!” 
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«J donot know,”’ replied Jones, doubtingly, 
but turning down a by-path in obedience to 
Hyatt, who softly insinuated his arm under that 
of the half repentant man, “I am beginning to 
think that an act which must be done secretly 
and in the night-time, is not altogether what an 
honest man should lend himself to !” 

‘Oh! I see,” cried the other, “ the old scru- 
ples coming up—the serf-feeling that these lord- 
lings have ground into the people till it clamors 
louder than justice itself. You, Jones, are 
mistaking all this for conscience, and so fling 
away the only opportunity that will ever occur 
of regaining your own rights. Why, what 
harm can there be in a search after these papers ; 
we will not take them away; we only wish to 
know that this lord can produce them when he 
is called upon !”? 

Jones began to waver again, the voice of the 
tempter was so gentle, his sophistry so plausible, 
that it seemed to charm away all the scruples 
that had possessed him a moment before : besides 
the presence of a second party had destroyed 
the holy influence which the profound stillness 
of night is calculated to produce. Hyatt saw 
that his eloquence was taking effect, and was 
urging him with fresh arguments, when the sound 
of rapid footsteps approaching, made the plot- 
ters draw close to the trunk of a tree, in order 
to conceal themselves. 

** Tt is Manson going to my house,” said Jones, 
with a sort of ferocious bitterness in his tone, ‘I 
thought that he would not let me stay from home 
an hour without managing to see Lucy—at this 
time of night too! I bave a great mind to fol- 
low the scoundrel !”? 

‘Secure the keys first,’ insinuated the soft 
voice at his side. ‘*‘Why throw away the 
charms of a fine property merely to chastise a 

gman who will be here after to-night, and always 
to be found !”” 

‘Then enough, I can punish him any time !’? 
cried the park-keeper, following the tall figure 
of Manson with a wrathful glance as it disap- 
peared in the shadow. ‘‘ Wait here for ten mi- 
nutes, I will come back with the keys in that 
time, if the fellow has not taken them with 
him.” 

“Which all the saints I know of—forbid !” 
muttered Hyatt, seating himself at the root of a 
tree as his companion moved off. “I like those 
jobs best that are done softly—pistol shots and 
splintered doors create an excitement—after all, 
that Smith says, a silky tongue is no bad instru- 
ment when bolts are to be driven !” 

As these words died on his vicious lips, Hyatt 
folded his arms, and sinking against the oak, sat 
silent and motionless, and but for the sharp 
7* 
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glitter of his eyes, that seemed to defy the 
darkness, might have been incorporated the 
shadows that blackened everything aroundghim. 

Meantime the park-keeper, now fully excited 
to the performance of his errand, passed across 
the lawn—turned an angle of the house, and 
plunged into the flowery labyrinths of a garden 
that required both caution and time in crossing, 
for it covered a broad space of sloping ground, 
and the moonlight trembled over it full and clear 
till the most tiny blossom seemed bowed to the 
earth with a weight of liquid silver. 

Down where those flowery walks lost them- 
selves in the park, stood a little cottage embow- 
ered in fruit trees and latticed with vines. Upto 
this cottage came the old man, creeping through 
the carnations, the heliatrope and verbenas, tan- 
gled along the path, with the feelings and crouch- 
ing attitude of a thief; twice he lifted his hand 
to try the latch; but that hand, hard with toil 
and brown with the sun, had never been rgised 

in a doubtful act before, and the tough nerves 
trembled as they felt the cold iron. 

The door was fastened. It seemed, at first, a 
{ relief to the old man, but he thought of Hyatt 
waiting for him in the wood, and looked around 
for some other means of access. There was a 
bed room at one end of the house—the single 
lattice sheltered by a cherry tree. Jones stood 
beneath the tree, whose laden branches drooped 
heavily around him, and looking up through the 
clustering fruit, saw that the window was partly 
open. Planting his foot in a fork of the young 
tree that bent beneath his weight, he lifted him- 
self upward, flung the sash open and sprung 
into the room. Then, a moment after, he came 
through the window ag@in, and parting the 
branches, set himself ~ em down without 
shaking so much as a ruby cluster to the earth, 
or planting a twig of the richly fruited tree. 
When he came into the moonlight, the face of 
Thomas Jones was pale as death, and grasping 
a bunch of heavy keys in his hand, he fled across® 
the garden like one pursued by an avenging 
spirit. On he went, trampling through the 
flowers, and feeling at each spot as if the cold 
iron which he grasped so tightly was burning 
into his palm. He neared the a 
then his speed was checked, and resting a 
* crouching attitude, he stole around a corner, 
peering up at the windows. 

The house was very large, and a single light.; 
nly streamed from the wing in which the house- 
eeper slept, with a few domestics, left to guard 

the premises. All the rest was in darkness. 
} 6 Ts all ready ?”? whispered Hyatt, starting up 











’ as the old man came through the trees, pale 
and laboring for breath. 
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ise e!”? was the sharp reply, “the village 
scl ie in ten minutes they will shut 
u the night.” 


In answer to this, Hyatt moved forward 
without speaking, and followed Jones as he 
proceeded swiftly, but with caution, toward 
the manor house. 

**Hush! This door is always closed the last; 
I hear them fastening up at the main entrance. 
Ha! they are coming—turn into this passage.”’ 
With these directions, given in a tremulous 
whisper, Jones pushed open a door that opened 
under a stone balcony to the garden. Hyatt fol- 
lowed into the house with a noiseless tread, and 
both found shelter in a dark passage leading 
to the kitchen, just in time to escape a heavy 
footed, sleepy man, ‘who came from a neigh- 
boring room, with a light in his hand, and having 

| drawn a couple of bolts across the door, saun- 
tered back again, as if quite exhausted with the 
fatigue of shutting up for the night. 

During, perhaps, fifteen minutes, the two men 
stood in the passage, listening to each faint noise 
made by the inmates as they retired for the night. 
Then they stole cautiously forth, treading many 
passages and antique apartments, lighted only 
by the moonbeams that streamed here and there 
through the windows, till they reached the main 
entrance hall. Here the light was shining full 
and broad over the floor of tessellated marble, 
and some antique ornaments that garnished the 
wall. 

**Tt was arranged that we should let ourselves 
out at this door, if I remember right,”” whispered 
Hyatt, placing his lips close to the park-keeper’s 
ear; ‘* what if you draw the inner bolts and place 
the key ready in the + in case anything should 
happen.” 

Jones nodded his head, and lifting the bunch 
of keys that he held to the light, which came 
through an open window, he selected the largest 

. and attempted to fit it in the massive lock that 
astened the outer door. 

Stop! your hand trembles; let me try,”’ 
whispered Hyatt, putting his companion’s hand 
quietly from the key, just as it entered the lock, 
and bearing both hands steadily down upon the 
iron, tha arch rogue managed to shoot the bolt 
whil seemed to be bungling in his search 
after the keyhole. 

“Then I had found it at last,”? he whispered. 

ef So let what will happen, we have but to give a 
turn of the key and our way out is secured. No 
for the deeds !”” z 

Again those two bad men might be seen 
creeping up the old Elizabethian stair case, cling- 
ing to the rich carved work of the oaken balus- 
trade, and treading close together, each holding 
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his breath and longing to chide the other for al- 
lowing his heart to beat so loudly. 

At last they paused by a door of massive oak, 
heavy with iron knobs. Jones again held up his 
keys in the moonlight, and selecting one that 
fitted the lock, slowly turned the bolt. The 
room which the two men entered, was small and 
dark. There was but one window, high up in 
the wall, and that was guarded by a lattice work 
of iron bars that answered all the purpose of a 
shutter without entirely obstructing the day 
light, though the more pale moonbeams failed 
to penetrate beyond a few faint struggles. 

Hyatt put a hand into his pocket, and then the 
faint glow of a match revealed a small room 
lined with shelves and drawers, containing cof- 
fers and boxes, with some valuable articles of 
silver-plate standing loose upon the shelves. 

** There select out the deed box, and let us find 
some place to examine it, where the light can- 
not be seen from the house,” said Hyatt, hand- 
ing a small lamp that he had taken from his 
pocket, and which, until the top was unscrewed, 
had every appearance of a common pocket ink- 
stand. 

Jones took a coffer from one of the shelves, 
while Hyatt held up the tiny lamp that the 
game-keeper might be certain that it was the 
box they sought. 

** We will carry it downto the hbrary and ex- 
amine it,” said the old man, glancing toward the 
window. ‘ The shutters are closed there. I had 
forgotten how this window was contrived. Blow 
out the lamp and lock the door after me; I can- 
not do it with the box.” 

The light, as it went out, revealed a crafty 
smile that stole over Hyatt’s lip. He had caleu- 
Jated all these movements before, even to the 
minutest thing. So as Jones went out of the 
; State-room with the box of papers in his arms, 
; Hyatt closed the door, and made a little more 
noise with his seeming efforts to lock it, than 
; he would have ventured upon had the attempt 
been real. Jones waited till the key was placed 
in his hand again, for he was resolved to be very 
cautious—and then moved softly towards the 
library. 

The library was a dim old room, heavy with 
oak carvings and crowded with antique book- 
cases, through which the gilded bindings of a 
valuable collection, gleamed out with peculiar 
richness—but the small lamp that Hyatt kindled, 
served only to give the faintest possible glimpse 
of the apartment. But this was little heeded by 
either of the persons present. After one keen 
glance around, in order to satisfy himself that no 
unguarded evidence would betray their presence, 
Hyatt put down his lamp on a rich, mosaic table, 








re 

















(CO SR stra 








PPP PLP ALARPA PADD PDAL APE ED DDL 





THE MOMENTOUS QUESTION. 83 


AAA 





that stood in a recess, and took the coffer from , the table, remained gazing upon the face of his 
Jones, who relinquished it with considerable re- } companion, as it was bent over the pape The 
luctance. old man could not find resolution to tou¢h one 
The box was fastened by a small, brass pad- } of them himself, and as he thought of the peril 
lock, and Jones was observing, with a glow of } attending their position, the risk of shame which 
relief upon his face, that it might as well be re- } detection was sure to bring, he began to regard 
turned, for there was no key to open it, when } the move before him with absolute loathing. 
Hyatt, by a dexterous motion of the hand, } For half an hour the old man was lost in bitter 
which concealed some instrument unseen by the } emotions, while Hyatt proceeded, with great 
other, severed the bolt and opened the coffer. { coolness, to examine parchment after parch- 
It was full of papers and parchment, while } ment as it was taken from the box, apparently 
Jones stood leaning against the frame-work of a } so deeply occupied in his search, as to think of 
window, pale as death and exhibiting increased } nothingelse. He had nearly reached the bottom 
excitement, after the box was opened. Hyatt } of the coffer, when Jones started to his feet 
drew an easy chair to the table, and proceeded to } again. 
remove the documents, one after another, from **T tell you, some one is coming; I hear foot- 
the box. At first, he proceeded with greatcool- } steps. There!’ 
ness, but after a few minutes, his face also be- Hyatt started to his feet, and his face turned 
came anxious, and he seemed more earnest in } white, fora sharp sound, as of something falling 
listening for any sound that might arise from } upon the stairs or striking against them, sent 
within the building than in search of the deed. ; terror to his heart also. The two men stood 
Every thing was still in the old mansion, so still ; close together and listened. Hyatt had lost all 
that the faintest rustle of the papers sounded > his coolness, and the unhappy park-keeper shook 
audibly, and made the strong nerves of Thomas ; from head to foot. The faint glow of the lamp 
Jones creep, as it were, through his whole frame. } was just enough to reveal the deathly whiteness 
Hyatt partook more and more of this agitation. | of each face, and no more. Another sound, 
He would pause over each paper when it was less startling than the first, which seemed to be 
removed from its depository, and as minutes } the cautious closing of # door followed, and 
crept by, his face assumed an expression of ; then all was still again. , 
keener anxiety. All at once, the parchment in ‘Tt is nothing after all,”? whispered Hyatt, 
his hand began to shake, his head was turned with a forced smile. ‘ We are frightning our- 
partly on one side, and spite of his evident ex- ’ selves with shadows; but you are getting too 
ertion to appear indifferent, no one could doubt restless. In five minutes more, I shall have 
; 
} 
; 
§ 
2 





that every faculty was absorbed in listening to a } found the deeds, if they are to be found !” 
sound that crept almost imperceptibly towards © Be quick then !”? said Jones, * for I will not 
him from the great stair-case. stay here five minutes longer; I tell you, man, 
“ What is that ?” cried Jones, in a sharp whis- ; I am trembling like a thief this is foul work, or 
per, grasping Hyatt’s chair, and turning his } it could not have made a cowardof me! Close 
white face towards the door. ‘Itisa footstep; } the box, I say, and let us begone!”’ 
some one is upon us !”? * [ may as well,”’ muttered Hyatt, casting the 
‘No, nothing of the kind,” whispered Hyatt, ; papers he held into the coffer. ‘* There is nothing 
and his face assumed an expression of indescri- } like the deeds we are after here. The old lord 
bable relief. “At first I thought it was some ; must have destroyed them!” 
one coming, but now I am sure itis onlyarat; ‘Thank God for it, if he has!” replied the 
in the wainscot. These old houses are always } old man, “ they would have been a curse to me, 
full of strange noises. Come, sit down, and } I know—for since they were mentioned, I have 
let us examine the papers together; it will take ’ not felt a moment’s peace. Shut the box, I will 
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a long time, for the coffer is crowded.” stay no longer!”? With hands that bled 
“Hush!” said Jones, starting again, “I am } from an eagerness to depart, more that from 
sure that was the cracking of a door !”? fear, the park-keeper gathered up the papers and 


“Poh! You are frightened, man, I tell you; } crammed them with both hands into the coffer; 
it is nothing of ti kind; sit down, you will } then forcing the side, he held it while Hyatt 
always hear footsteps, while you are listening for {pressed the staple down into the padlock ina 
them ;” and Hyatt unfolded a parchment hur- ; manner that concealed the injury that it had 
riedly as he spoke, and the noise that he made } sustained. 
overpowered any other sound, real or fancied, Hyatt now seemed as anxious to leave the 
that had terrified the park-keeper. house as his companion. They went out from 

Jones sat down, and planting his elbows on ’ the library together right cautiously to the state~ 
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room,.and depositing the box in its original po- 
sitio ked the door and went into the princi- 
pal hall. Every thing was quiet there, so Hyatt 
walking in a‘vance of his companion, and after 
working the key a moment in its lock, opened 
the door, and they both stole through together, 
locking it on the outside. 

‘*Now go and return the keys where you got 
them,” said Hyatt, after they had entered the 
shrubbery. ‘I will wait for you where we met 
this evening!” 

‘J will,” said Jones, firmly; ‘‘and mark me, 
young man, this is the first and last night’s work 
that ever Thomas Jones is engaged in !”? 


The park-keeper waited for no answer, but i 
struck across the lawn, and bent his way to the ; 


garden cottage. 


Hyatt saw him depart, and a quiet sneer stole | 


over his face. 
* So be it, honest old fool,’’ he muttered. It 


is not likely that you can ever be made so useful , 


again.” 
Three minutes walk brought Hyatt to a dingle 


of the park in an opposite direction to the place | 


where he had proposed to regain the keeper. 


Here he found three men crouching among the | 
fern. One of them started up and came a pace ; 


or two into the open wood. 

**Is that you, Smith?” said Hyatt, drawing 
close to the man. 

**Yes—yes! Is all snug up yonder?” 


** Sound asleep as so many dormice; but what ; 


a noise you made.”? 
** All owing to the confounded wine-cups 


that Blakely would insist on crowding into his ; 
pocket. Though we had all enough to carry,” ' 


replied Smith. a 


‘Blakely will always be a fool!’ rejoined ; 


Hyatt; “his obstinacy came near spoiling the 
best job we ever undertook. I had great ado 
to keep that old fool Jones from breaking loose 
at the noise !”” 

* Well—well, all is safe now! Do you go 
with us up yonder!” 

“No. You must take charge of that among 
you; see everything safely stored away, and 
then each to his own covert. I shall remain 
as I to ward off suspicion; but these wine 
cups, they of gold or silver?” 

One of gold, the other two silver!”? 


‘¢Let me have them—I will account to the 3 


others—but they will serve a fine purpose. I 


cannot explain now: but get me the cups——” | 


Smith went down into the dingle where his 
companions lay, and brought three richly chased 
drinking cups in his. hand. Hyatt concealed 
them about his person, and after a few more 
words of consultation, walked away toward the 


~ 


oak where he had promised to join the park- 
keeper. He found the old man waiting. 

** Well, has all gone safely, Jones?” said the 
young man. 

*¢ Yes, thank heaven, it is well over,” cried 
the keeper, wiping the perspiration from his 
forehead; “the keys are in their place again, 
and there is no harm done. Now, good night. 
It will be a long time before I go deed hunting 
again.”? 

*¢Yes, we had better both get home,” said 
Hyatt, reaching forth his hand, which the old 
man took but coldly; ‘another day we will talk 
this matter over. I do not despair of finding 
the papers yet!” 

‘It must be in open daylight then,” replied 
‘ the keeper, sturdily. ‘I have done with this 
creeping work.”’ 
> Well—well, we will talk it over soon—go 

home now. I will take a shorter cut to the 
village.?? 

And so the young tempter and his aged dupe 

) parted for the night. 
Half an hour after Hyatt stole out from the 
‘ among the vines that sheltered John Manson’s 
cottage, and slunk away toward the park again. 
Half an hour after that he was mounting a rude 
ladder of ropes which fell from his sleeping 
: toom window at the inn. Then the ropes were 
§ drawn up, and all remained dark and quiet, as 
; it had been since the young robber retired for 
the night some three hours before. 

We must now pass over a few days! Preg- 
’ nant were they with sorrow for our heroine, and 
with terror for many others! Where guilt had 
been little expected; where, on the contrary, 
’ confidence had always been reposed, the impu- 
tation of a foul crime now rested! Ay! and all 
believed the tale. 

; John Manson was in prison on a charge of 
; burglary. The proofs were strong against him. 

With the keys entrusted to his care by a kind 

master, he was said to have entered that mas- 

ter’s dwelling, in the night, and taken therefrom 
; plate and jewels to an enormous amount. The 
proofs against him were fearfully strong. He, 
; alone, had access to the missing treasures— 
} some of the plate, an inconsiderable portion, 
but enough for evidence, had been discovered 
on his premises. Buried under a grape vine, 
near the door of his cottage, had been found 
three valuable drinking cups; engraved with his 
master’s arms, and evidently just buried. His 
examination before the justice had been brief, 
but conclusive; so John Manson was cast into 
the nearest prison, there to await his trial. 

Qpe night—a single night of darkness and 
solitude—during which the strong heart of the 
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POLITIAN’S FAREWELL.—THE CATSKILL. 





prisoner had writhed in agony such as it had 
never dreamed of before, and the sweet dawn 
found him feverish and overwhelmed, body and 
mind, with the calamity that threatened him 
with ruin and disgrace. 

But in the morning his dungeon was opened, 
and a fair young creature glided in. Her gar- 
ments were travel-soiled with a long night’s 
walk: and her soft eyes were heavy with that 
suppressed grief that eats so noiselessly into the 
heart. She looked weary, too, and her cheek 
was very pale. 

John Manson was seated on his rude bed: 
his feet manacled together, and his face buried 
upon one arm, with the clenched hand pressing 
against his temple. Lost in agony, stupefied 
by the horrors of his position, he heard the door 
of his prison open without heeding it. The face 
of man had grown hateful to him. If the turn- 
key had come to bring him more food it was 
altogether useless, there was a pitcher of water 
and a loaf of black bread still upon the table 
close by, unbroken and untasted. So thinking 
it the turn-key with more disgustful food, the 
prisoner neither looked up nor moved. And 
there, with her limbs trembling and her heart 
full, the young girl stood gazing upon him. 
She saw the irons upon his ancles, the terrible 
misery expressed by his attitude; her lips began 
to quiver; her eyes filled. Softly and with the 
gentle action of a young mother stealing to the 
sick bed of her child, Lucy Jones took off her 
cloak and bonnet, and laying them down stole 
forward, and, seating herself by the prisoner’s 
side, took the hand that lay clenched upon his 
knee between hers. He started up—his eyes 
fell upon that angel face—tears rushed into 
them, and he reached forth both his shaking 
hands toward her. 

*Lucy—my Lucy!” 

She too reached forth her hands, and her slen- 
der fingers clung to his. There was holy light 
glowing through the tears that blinded her— 
tenderness, love, everything that goes to make 
up the glory of a good woman’s countenance, 
beamed in her look! 

* A single word, John, before you take me to 
your heart forever—one word. Are you inno- 
cent ?”? 

So help me God, and all his angels, I am 
innocent !”? 

She fell upon his bosom, her happy sobs filled 
the dungeon. 

I knew it: I knew it,” she murmured, cling- 
ing to his heart. ‘‘ And now, John—my John— 
the God of the innocent is with us—all will go 
well. Take courage, John, all will go well with 
us !?? (TO BE CONCLUDED.) 
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POLITIAN’S FAREWELL 
SONG TO ALESSANDRA. 


BY T. H. CHIVEES, M. D. 


‘*Fare-thee-well forever upon this earth !”’ 
wt ZANOM1. 


FaREwWELL, love! Oh! fare-thee-well! 
Though we are thus doomed to sever, 
Yet, we are in Heaven to dwell, 
Re-united there forever— 
Fare-thee-well! 
Ever since the home we parted, 
Has not earth been Hell to me? 
Is he not left broken-hearted 
Who shall say—farewell to thee? 


Farewell, love! Oh! fare-thee-weill! 
What is life, but daily dying? 

Wanting Heaven, but feeling Hell? 
Hopeless grief?—but ever sighing— 

Fare-thee-well! 

What is life, since thou art living 
Far away, but death to me? 

Death, to which my soul is giving 
This response—farewell to thee! 


Farewell, love! Oh! fare-thee-well! 
In thy lily limbs so tender 
Thy pure soul did seem to dwell 
Like the moon in her own splendor— 
Fare-thee-well! 
When thy lips were mine caressing, 
Heaven seemed here on earth with me; 
When thy rosy cheeks mine pressing— 
Bliss divine—farewell to thee! 


Farewell, love! Oh! fare-thee-well! 
In the flowery fields Elysian 

Thy pure soul again shall dwell 
With thy best beloved Politian— 

Fare-thee-well! 

Shrined within my heart thou livest— 
Take the love thou gavest to me— 

God unto the faithful givest 
Heaven above—farewell to thee! 


THE CATSKILL. 


Hicu on a rock thy stately form 
Braves the fierce whirlwind and the storm, 
With nought around on either side, 
But lofty peaks or chasms wide, 
Or dark, unfathomed sea of green. 
The very rock on which thou art 
Appears as if ’t were left a part 
Of castle old, with rustic mien, 
Upreared by some gigantic hand, 
Who squared its stones, its pillars plann’d - 
Whilst in the distant view is spread 
A lovely vale; the Hudson’s bed; 
Bounded far off by lofty range 
Of mountains green, that know no change. o. 0. 
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HIT OR MISS. 
BY F. HUDSON. 


A REGULAR, go-ahead Yankee maxim which 
is in the mouth, and has made the fortune of 
more than one enterprising New Englander, is 
nothin’ like tryin’.”? Well, to be sure there 
is nothing like trying if you confine yourself 
to proper objects, and do. not apply the maxim 
to games of chance. But the best proverbs, 
maxims, adages, and sayings, will be misap- 
plied. The meaning of the Bible itself has 
been misrepresented by evil men. Many per- 
sons pounce upon some old gaw that has been 
in every persons mouth for half a score of cen- 
turies, stretch its application to an extravagant 
degree to suit their purblind view of their own 
interests, and by making it their maxim through 
life, finally rnin themse!ves. 

This is just what Charles P did. He 
was a friend of mine. Anda fine, manly fellow 
he was too. He and I were school-fellows. His 
peculiarity was that whenever risking any great 
venture, he would stop, clap his finger very 
sagely to the side of his nose, and consider the 
chances pro. and con.; and if there was one in 
his favor, he would exclaim—* well, ‘nothing 
like trying!’ Hit or miss, here goes!”” He cer- 
tainly.was the luckiest fellow I ever met with. 
He was almost uniformly successful. This rush- 
ing blind-folded into the midst of the territory of 
chance was bad enough in the small ventures of a 
school-boy ; but as he made a further step in life 
it soon became evident that he was determined 
on his own ruin. The first time that he ever 
risked any money I recollect well. We were 
going out on foot, our resources not being very 
magnificent, to the distance of some seven or 
eight miles from the town where we resided, to 
visit friends of ours. We stopped on our way at 
an inn to speak with the keeper, with whom we 
were acquainted. As we were talking, a stout, 
hard-featured old farmer came lounging in with 
a goose hanging over his arm. He was return- 
ing from the market, so he told the master of the 
house, having sold everything but his goose. He 
wanted to get rid of it somehow or other with 
profit, but no one was disposed to buy. At length 
a raffle being proposed and eagerly agreed to by 
all parties, it was decided that there should be 
six tickets, at a quarter of a dollar each, and to 
be, as usual, shaken up in a hat, from which 
each would draw his lot. Three were taken by 
two grinning countrymen and a brisk miller; it 
was of course expected that I would take one. 
I felt, to be sure, much inclined that way; but 
on reflecting upon the chances against me, I 
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came to the conclusion that I would not risk 
my quarter, which I could not afford to let go 
for nothing; besides I looked upon raffling as no 
better than gaming. My refusal disappointed 
the old farmer. He turned to Charles and pre- 
sented him with a ticket, talking garrulously at 
the same time of the magnificence of his goose, 
and of the extreme probability there was of his 
drawing the prize. This eloquence I perceived 
had a marvellous effect upon him. He looked 
at me, but I shook my head gravely; then he 
looked at the goose, whose plump beauty pro- 
duced such an intense and overpowering effect, 
that he actually began to count his money. He 
produced first a quarter of a dollar; then adime; 
then a cent; and that was all he could show. He 
looked at his little store and sighed, and then at 
the goose and sighed again. At last he ex- 
claimed, as usual, ‘well, hit or miss, III risk 
it.”? And so he did, and won the goose. 
Shortly after this affair we separated, Charles 
going to New York, and entering a counting- 
house, and I to Yale to finish my education. 
During the interval that we were thus separated, 
I heard frequently of him. His rage for risking 
money on chance seemed to grow every day. 
He certainly did not exactly gamble, but he came 
within an ace of it, as will be seen from the fol- 
lowing. A parcel of young men, five in number, 
made a wager with another parcel of young men. 
six in number, on the result of a boat race they 
were to have. The wager was three hundred 
dollars a side, to which each was to contribute 
fifty. As the first party wanted one to make 
up their number, they waited on Charles to per- 
suade him to join. ‘*We’ll be sure to beat 
them,” said they. ‘* We are, to be sure, nearly 
matched in strength and skill; but then the boat 
we have engaged is as much superior to their’s 
as the stn is to the moon, so that we can’t help 
beating them. You will gain fifty dollars by it. 
You have only to put in your share to make up 
the wager of three hundred.”? Charles hesitated 
a long time, but as usual, it ended in his risking 
his money, “hit or miss.”” The boats were to 
start from a country seat on the island, a little 
above the city, to row up the river some dis- 
tance, turn a buoy, and to come down again. 
Each party hired an experienced coxswain, and 
had everything complete before the eventful day 
which was to decide the fate of their several 
fifties. Of course it came very soon, and the 


race began in the presence of a good many 
people, whom the news had brought together. 
Our hero’s party pulled with might and main, 
and, by the time they reached they buoy, were 
fall two boats length ahead. Now came the 
display of skill in the two coxswains. Horrible 



































to tell, that of the furemost ran the boat right 
against the buoy, and while the crew were en- 
gaged in reviling him, and in disentangling the 
boat, their antagonist shot far ahead and won. 
Their coxswain had been bribed. 

In due time, Charles entered business for him- 
self, while I commenced practising medicine in 
the samecity. He was drawn into a great many 
wild speculations, all of which he rushed into 
“hit or miss,”? sometimes winning, sometimes 
losing. On the whole, however, he became 
rich; and in due time married a beautiful and 
wealthy girl, who died two years after her mar- 
riage, leaving him childless. 

The slight check which she had kept upon his 
wild speculative disposition was now removed ; 


and he soon turned his attention to speculations | 


in stocks, by which several of his acquaintances 
had made large fortunes. He examined with at- 
tention an institution in which the stocks were 
at that time very low. He looked cautiously 
into the state of its affairs, and for the first time 
in his life acted with some prudence. He did 
not go headlong into the business “ hit or miss.” 
He saw that the institution was sound, that the 
stock must rise, and that there was no miss at 
all in the matter—it was allhit. He invested 
every cent of his fortune, about fifty thousand 
dollars. As he had forseen, the stock suddenly 
rose, he sold out, and found himself worth full 
eighty thousand. I waited on him among the 
first to congratulate him on his success, and I 
advised him to invest his ample fortune in real 
estate, and to retire from business. But I found 
him mad for speculations in stocks. Of course, 
with his admirable success, the sober sense 
which he had shown in his first disposition of 
his money, was gone. He could talk of nothing, 
think of nothing, dream of nothing, but specu- 
lations, speculations. He was convinced of his 
luck. He was a Cesar, a Napoleon in fortune. 
He had never in his life lost a venture. I ven- 
tured to remind him of the boat race. Pugh! 
that was a trifle! The coxswain bribed and so 
forth. I went away deeply grieved, for I was 
certain that his ruin was at hand. I returned 
home, resolving in my mind all the different 
available stocks in which I now became so in- 
tensely interested as Charles himself, though 
from different motives. Two days after this, I 
received a note from my friend, informing me 
that he was going to invest nearly his whole 
fortune in a stock which presented more plau- 
sible appearances than even that by which he 
made his first speculation. I was now seriously 
alarmed on his account. I inquired all over 
the city, gathering what information I could 
with regard to this institution, and found that 
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what I had suspected was the case; that it was 
rotten, the stock good for nothing, and the di- 
rectors a pack of rascals, who threw a specious 
coloring over their affairs, so as to make them 
appear sound to persons, who, in matters of 
stock, were untaught like Charles. I went round 
to his house in the greatest anxiety, and pointed 
out to him the reasons why the institution was 
unsound, but my advice was received with 
poohs and pshaws, and to cut a long story short, 
he, ** hit or miss,” invested his whole fortane, 
with the exception of one or two thousand dol- 
lars in the pretty bubble. 

Well, the result was exactly what might have 
been expected. The institution burst; the stock 
fell and fell, till it at length became totally un- 
saleable. Charles’ fortune of eighty thousand 
was reduced to two. So much for * hit or miss.” 

The creditors rushed upon him like hungry 
wolves. Every thing was lost—every thing, 
except one horse—a beautiful and swift trotter, 
part of his former splendid stud, which I know 
not how he managed to save. 

In this distress, he called upon me and im- 
parted to me his mad plan for recovering his 
fortune, and his object in retaining the steed. 
He told me he knew a young man who hada 
good many horses, and who was eternally racing. 
He proposed to challenge him to race upon the 
road for a large sum of money. He was sure 
to win, he said; his horse was immensely supe- 
rior to any the other owned. And in this way, 
by gambling, he was going to make a nice little 
capital to begin again the world. Again I took 
upon me the task of a mentor. I pointed out to 
him the guilty means he intended to pursue, and 
then the chances against him on the road; and 
then I advised him to sell his horse, and with 
the proceeds of the sale, and what money I could 
lend him, to go to some other place, to enter as 
clerk in a counting-house, or open a little store, 
or take some other sure and honest means of 
gaining money. But no—no—he must make 
money at once—he would’nt borrow—and he 
was sure of winning—and even if he were not, 
‘¢ win or lose, hit or miss, he’d risk it!’? 

Two or three days after this distressing inter- 
view, I was in one of the most romantic spots 
On the romantic road to § » some miles from 
the city. The road was beautifully level. I 
was sitting on a stone bridge thrown across a 
ravine worn to a great depth by a stream which 
howled and tore through it with wild and ter- 
rible, though magnificent effect. The road, I 
said, was level: and it was remarkable, as the 
scenery was rather mountainous. I was sitting 
on the parapet of the bridge indulging in those 
pleasing emotions which fine scenery always 




















88 TO MY WIFE. 





induces in us, when I saw trotting furiously 
toward me two sulkeys. As they drew near I 
recognized she two racers; and “woe as me” 
Charles was full a length behind. I saw his 
eye. It was wild—almost insane; his face was 
haggard. The race was hopelessly lost, and 
nothing but debt and imprisonment remained to 
him. As he drew nearer he rose in his seat and 
threw a glance over the parapet of the bridge. 


Then first I saw his desperate, his impious re- ; 


solve. I rushed forward to seize his horse—but 
too late—too late; he drove violently against 
the parapet, sprung over, down—down into the 
dark, boiling water beneath. That wretched 
suicide! His last plan had been deeply laid. 
His vehicle was dashed to pieces, and it was 
supposed it was an accident. No eye but mine 
saw the speculator rush, “hit or miss,”’ into the 
présence of his Creator. 


TO MY WIFE, 
ON AN ANNIVERSARY IN ABSENCE. 
BY HENRY MORFORD. 


THE winter snow is on the plain, 
The winter wind is chill, 

Apart, to-night, we must remain, 
Though joined in heart and will; 

But we have both a kindly thought 
From memory’s golden store 

That she to-night has kindly brought, 
And bids us think it o’er. 


And you will sit beside the blaze 
That warms your happy home, 
And think and speak of by-gone days 
When those old memories come, 
And wonder if I think as long 
And fondly of old times, 
When first.I wove my love in song, 
And told my tale in rhymes. 


A sweet response is on my tongue, 
A sweeter in my heart— 
The memory will be ever young 
Till life and love depart ; 
And I shall never cast away 
The night when first we met 
Till head and heart are both grown grey, 
And life’s last sun is set. 
Oh! life was in its glorious rise, 
And merry was the scene, 

















And we looked on with happy eyes, 
The eyes of seventeen; ; 
We both stepped o’er the threshold stone 5 
Of this wide world that night, 
The path of future days unknown, 
But hope held up the light. | 


I left you with a saddened brow, 
You left me with a smile, 


I knew not then, I know not now 
How beat your heart the while; 

I only know that you to me 
Seemed some forbidden star 

To dream of with idolatry, 
And gaze at from afar. 


We met but once for many a day, 
And I was saddened still; 

And you seemed careless, light, and gay, 
With high and haughty wi!|— 

And yet your lip had one kind word, 
Your hand had one caress 

That many a day I felt and heard 
Amid my loneliness. 


We met no more—I heard of you 
As harsh, and proud, and cold, 
To only one affection true, 
The love of pride and gold; 
I could not tear you from my heart, 
I thought of you, and yet 
I prayed to win a noble part, 
I turned me to forget. 


But yet you were my passion-flower, 
My star of poetry, 

The vision of my dreaming hour, 
The sunlight on my sea; 

And once in dreams I clasped your form 
And held you, unreproved, 

And felt your breathing, soft and warm, 
And dreamed that I was loved. 


We met no more, and life past on, 
And you were not for me: 

My spirit found another sun 
That kinder seemed to be; 

I bowed me at a broken shrine, 
I madly dreamed again: 

I dared as madly to repine 
When love and hope grew vain. 

We met no more, and o’er the waste 
Of waters came a voice 

Thai bade me lose my careless haste 
And make a nobler choice; 

With you, I was no more alone, 
The spirit tones were heard, 

And your young heart came to my own 
And nestled as like a bird. 

And you are mine—there is no cloud 
Between our hearts to-night; 

Hope’s clarion voice is clear and loud, 
And full of new delight; 

I look not on you from afar, 
Gone is the trembling fear, 

And you are yet my spirit’s star, 
But very, very near. 

The winter snow is on the plain, 
The mountain wind is chill, 

Apart, to-night, we must remain, 
Though joined in heart and will; 
But we have both a pleasant thought 

From memory’s golden store, 
That she to-night has kindly brought, 
And bids us think it o’er- 
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BY CHARLES J. PETERSON, AUTHOR OF THE ‘“‘ OATH OF 
MARION,” “AGNES COURTENAY,” Wc. 


CHAPTER VII.—-THE DENIAL. 


Tue death of poor Ellen Manners made a 
profound impression on Isabel, who had never 
before seen the parting of the spirit from the 
clay, and to whom the scene was the more 
solemn in consequence of the sufferer being the 
victim of such heartless duplicity. Isabel could 
not think of the murderer of Ellen without a 
feeling akin to hatred. Believing that her lover 
was the culprit, her anger was increased by the 
reflection of his baseness to herself; and hence 
she resolved to banish him from her presence. 
Other women might have suffered long and 
terribly in consequence of such a determina- 
tion; for the heart does not always second the 
judgment; but Isabel’s high spirit, and elevated 
sense of what was due to her sex, prevented her 
shedding useless tears over an unworthy lover. 

The corpse of Ellen had scarcely been laid 
in its grave therefore, when Isabel, gathering 
together the letters she had received from our 
hero, as well as whatever trinkets he had pre- 
sented her with, despatched them by a sure mes- 
senger to the camp. They were accompanied 
with a laconic note, stating that for reasons 
which his own conscience wbuld suggest, our 
hero must hereafter consider all acquaintance 
with the writer at an end. 

We do not wish to have our readers think 
Isabel infallible. Perhaps, in this act, she was 
too hasty. Additional proof of the accused’s 
guilt should have been required before con- 
demning him. But the suspicion had never 
crossed Isabel that another person, having the 
same name, could be the criminal. Indeed she 
had quite forgotten being seen in company with 
our hero’s cousin; while, on the contrary, she 
knew scarcely a day had passed during the pre- 
ceding summer in which she had not either rode 
or walked with her lover. Once believing in 
his guilt, her indignation clouded her judgment: 
she thought only of dismissing him with proper 
scorn. If she acted too hastily, she did but 
what was natural for one proud like herself. 

When our hero received her message he was 
confounded. At first he could not believe what 
he read; but a second and third perusal of her 
note convinced him of the reality. In vain he 
taxed his memory to discover what she had allu- 
sion to; he could remember no act of his which 
deserved such contemptuous treatment. Anger 


now took possession of him at this injustjce, 
and he resolved never to make any inquiry to 
Vou. XII.—8 





unravel the mystery. If Isabel could condemn 
him unheard, he argued, she did not deserve he 
should waste a thought onher. A mistake there 
certainly was, but he would not be the first to 
seek to clear it up. 

Thus passed a day. But in time, love, or 
a sense of justice, or both combined, brought 
worthier resolutions; and he determined to see 
Isabel in person and penetrate the mystery. 
He would yield her up only when he found she 
would hear nothing in explanation: if they were 
to be seperated it should be wholly her fault. 
Full of this resolution he left the camp, and in 
such haste that he did not even apply for a fur- 
lough, a formality which he thought he could 
easily excuse himself on his return for having 
dispensed with. 

The speed of his horse did not, however, keep 

pace with his anxiety. The miles appeared 
interminable, and every succeeding hill more 
tedious than the former. At last, in a state 
of agitation little short of phrenzy he arrived 
at Mrs. Owen’s, and flinging the bridle of his 
foaming horse over a convenient staple driven 
into an elm, hurried up the gravel walk to the 
hall-door, where he knocked loudly for admis- 
sion. 
The servant who appeared informed him, to 
his disappointment, that Isabel and her aunt 
had gone out to dine and would not return until 
evening; but, as she knew him well and was 
ignorant that a quarrel had taken place between 
the lovers, she asked him to wait in the parlor. 
The excitement of his feelings, however, forbade 
quiet. So he told the servant he would not give 
her any trouble, but go down to the village and 
dine. He would be back again, he said, as soon 
as the ladies should return. 

He finished his meal in haste, and then rose 
and walked out. The sun was not yet down, 
and as Isabel could scarcely be expected home 
so soon, he thought to dissipate time by a stroll. 
He turned a little out of the usual pathway, and 
striking across fields, followed the course of a 
brook for half an hour, walking at a rapid pace. 
This quieted his restlessness, and he was re- 
turning more leisurely to the village when he 
stopped a moment at the church-yard, and lean- 
ing over the palisade fence gazed on the quiet 
homes of the dead. There was something sooth- 
ing to his fevered pulses in that rural cemetery, 
with its thick waving grass, its silent graves, and 
the solemn murmur of the wind in the tall elms 
overhead. His eye rested on one mound, which 
had been but lately raised, and, speculating on 
who might be its tenant, he sighed involuntarily. 
Just at that instant the sound of rapid wheels 
aroused him from his reverie, and looking up he 
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saw the carriage of Mrs. Owen drive by in the 
direction of the hall. The blood rushed to his 
face, and in an instant all his lately acquired 
composure had fled, so, turning from the church- 
yard he hurried with palpitating bosom after the 
carriage. 

‘‘ Miss Symmes is engaged !’? was the reply of 
the old servant, as she opened the door again to 
our hero. 

For a moment pride whispered him to leave 
the house; but he conquered the temptation, re- 
solving, since he had come so far, not to depart 
without an explanation. 

**For the sake of mercy,” he said, “‘ get me 
‘ear of Isabel. Stay, you need not assume any 
responsibility,’? he added, as the woman shook 
her head doubtfully, “only tell me where she is 
— if she is in the parlor—and I will push by you 
and force my way to her.” 

He spoke with a rapidity and agitation which 
betrayed the tempest in his breast. The old ser- 
varit’s eyes filled with tears, but she answered, 

‘Indeed I don’t know what’s the matter, 
Captain Howell, but Miss Isabel is very angry, 
and so too is Mrs. Owen. Miss Isabel herself 
told me to deny you, and to add, if necessary, 
that on no account should she suffer you to in- 
sult her with your presence. Pray, excuse me 
for saying this—I don’t believe you could have 
done anything wrong—but I cannot let you in— 
perhaps to-morrow things may be better—at any 
rate don’t leave the village.” 

There was that in our hero which would not 
brook injustice, a spirit which grew harsh and 
angry as greater wrong was heaped on him. 

‘Where is your mistress—I mean, Mrs. 


Owen?’’ he said, sternly, pushing rudely by’ 


the servant. 

The woman started in terror from his frown- 
ing brow and flashing eye as he strode past her. 
Pointing with trembling finger to the parlordoor, 
she shrank back almost expecting some terrible 
tragedy was about to be enacted, yet utterly de- 
prived of the power to move, or even to give the 
alarm. 

Flushed and excited to a pitch of desperation, 
our hero, after a few angry steps, found himself 
face to face with Mrs. Owen. A glance around 
the room satisfied him that Isabel was not pre- 
sent, though a door closing on a silk dress at the 
other end of the apartment, betrayed that she 
had just made her escape. Mrs. Owen, at the 
sight of the rude intruder, drew herself up with 
cold dignity, regarding him with a severe and 
unflinching aspect. After a moment of silence 
on her part, and increasing embarrassment on 
his, she thus spoke. 

‘Has Captain Howell lost the manners as 
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well as the character of a gentleman, that he thus 
bursts into the presence of unprotected females 
who have signified, in the plainest terms, that 
they wish all intimacy with him to cease? If 
he thinks to terrify them, he is mistaken: my 
niece has indeed fled, but only from scorn, not 
fear of her visiter: as for me, I am too indignant 
for the one, and not weak enough for the other, 
And now,”’ and with these words she rose and 
waved her hand majestically toward the door, 
you will see, sir, the propriety of putting this 
interview to a close. Hereafter we, and all of 
our name must be strangers to you.”’ 

Conscious as our hero was of innocence, there 
was so much of august dignity in the speaker, 
that for a moment he felt awed, and even retired 
a step or two in the direction of the door. But 
speedily came the reflection of the injustice done 
him, and with it the unconquerable resolution 
to be heard. The words of the speaker now 
seemed stinging with insult, and returning her 
glance with a look as haughty and defying as 
her own, he retorted, 

**T came here, Mrs. Owen, a desperate man. 
I am the betrothed lover of Isabel, and have a 
right to demand an interview. What have I 
done to merit this treatment? I am bitterly 
wronged: I must, I will have a hearing.” 

Perhaps if Isabel had been at home in the 
morning he would have succeeded in obtaining 
an interview ; but her resolution not to suffer the 
insult of an explanation had been strengthened 
by seeing him, as she thought, contemplating the 
grave of his victim. Her aunt, though not cog- 
nizant of the evidence which laid the crime on 
our hero, was well acquainted with Isabel’s un- 
alterable resolution, and indeed warmly com- 
mended her conduct. When, therefore, her 
visiter answered in these terms, instead of being 
affected by his protestations, she regarded them 
only as the customary phrases with which a 
bold man sought to face down suspicion. Isabel 
might have been shaken; but old age is more 
suspicious than youth. 

‘¢ This language does not impose on me, sir,”? 
she said. ‘* Look to your own conscience for an 
accuser. I can only say I fully approve of all 
my niece has done, and shall protect her from 
further insult.”? 

The impetuous passion of our hero had now 
given place to softer feelings. 

** Madam!” he exclaimed, imploringly. 

Mrs. Owen made no reply, except by again 
waving her hand toward the door. 

Oh! hear me,’ cried her visiter. 
been foully abused.” 

A look of incredulity and contempt was Mrs. 
Owen’s only answer. 
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“Tell me at least of what I am accused,” he 
cried, half beside himself. 

‘ These gentlemen, perhaps, can answer better 
than I can, for they appear to be in search of 
some one and to have ridden hard after him: and 
I know no inmate of thie house they can want, 
while a villain in one thing is pretty sure to be 
a villain in other things. Am I right, gentlemen ? 
Is it Captain Howell you seek ?” 

These words were occasioned by the sudden 
appearance, on the threshold of the room, of an 
officer and several dragoons, all splashed with 
mud as if they had ridden fast and far. When 
she began her address our hero turned around, 
then first hearing the heavy tread of the intru- 
ders. As she concluded, the officer, without 
giving time for a reply, stepped up, saying— 

¢ You are right, madam—we are in pursuit of 
a fogitive and traitor. Captain Howell, you are 
my prisoner !?? 

Our hero looked from one to the other in 
amazement and dismay. Such a combination 
of calamities, heaped on him at once, deprived 
him for the moment of all presence of mind. 
The whole scene appeared to him like a hideous 
dream. He drew his hand across his brow as if 
to dispel the vision ; but in vain: it was a reality. 
Fate seemed to have resolved to heap on him 
her worst indignities; for to be thus accused in 
the presence of Mrs. Owen, and at this time, 
was the last drop in his cup of anguish. In 
spite of innocence, he felt that appearances 
were against him. Mechanically, therefore, he 
unfastened his sword, and presenting it to the 
officer, said with a bitter smile— 

Lead on—I follow you!?? : 

With that he folded his arms across his breast, 
bowed haughtily to Mrs. Owen, and passed from 
the apartment, like a man conscious that, do or 
say what he might, he was prejudged, but who 
nevertheless proudly maintained the high port 
of innocence. 


CHAPTER VIII.--THE TRAITOR. 


WE must now'return to one of the characters 
of our story who has been too long neglected, 
and in so doing we shall find an explanation for 
this strange arrest of ourhero. Captain Howell, 
on the day when he left Isabel after discovering 
the presence of poor Ellen Manners in the 
neighborhood, rode back to the camp plunged 
in gloomy thought. He was tormented by two 
principal fears. Apart from the anxiety lest his 
crime should be discovered, was the annoyance 
of thinking that Isabel had treated him coldly. 
This he had not perceived at first so forcibly, 
but now, in recalling the interview, he could 
not doubt. He felt almost persuaded that his 





cousin had supplanted him. Yet what could he 
do to foil his rival? To seek Isabel while she 
resided with her aunt was not to be thought of, 
as it involved the almost certain detection of his 
baseness to Ellen. To leave the field clear to 
his kinsman was as little to be recommended. 
Yet this latter course, dangerous,as it was, pre- 
sented less peril than the other, and wa’ the one 
he resolved finally to adopt. 

In the meantime, however, he determined to 
keep a jealous eye on our hero’s movements. 
That his rival visited Isabel morce than once 
during the succeeding summer, a fact which he 
duly learned, did not prove that the prize was 


‘lost; and he would have considered Isabel as 


still free, but for the discovery that she was in 
correspondence with his cousin. This fact came 
to his knowledge during a call at our hero’s 
quarters, when a messenger delivered to him a 
letter which the jealous visiter recognized as 
Isabel’s hand-writing; and had he doubted, the 
suspicion would have been confirmed by the 
embarrassment which our hero showed, and the 
haste with which he concealed the epistle. 

From that hour Captain Howell resolved to 
revenge himself on his kinsman for the loss of 
his mistress. Yet he was not a man to risk any 
thing by hasty proceedings. His maxim was 
that those on the watch for revenge will, sooner 
or later, find an opportunity; and where there 
is a failure it is in consequence of premature 
efforts, or rather causes for which the parties 
have none to blame but themselves. 

It was about this time that the British general 
imbibed a notion that the cheapest way to end 
the war would be to create disaffection in the 
army of Washington, and for that purpose he 
secretly despatched agents, with money and pro- 
mises, to act on those whose virtue he thought 
eculd be assailed. To Captain Howell the royal 
chief applied among the first. Howe knew his 
man well. He shrewdly suspected the real cause 
why Captain Howell had joined the Americans, 
and hoped to influence him to return by holding 
out superior inducements. He caused to be re- 
presented to him that a gentleman of his edu- 
cation and habits must be already tired of his 
piebeian associates, and called upon him to earn 
the gratitude of his king by being one of the first 
to desert a cause which, sooner or later, must 
bring ruin on all concerned in it. To these 
arguments Captain Howell did not turn a deaf 
ear. He saw that much of the enthusiasm 
which had followed the battles of Lexington 
and Bunker Hill was already evaporated; and 
having neither sympathy with the people, nor 
a belief in their fortitude, he judged that he 
could not do better than make his peace with 


eS 














92 





PAPA PAPA ARAL AL LL PLL LPAI PRP LOI PSPS SSP PPAR, 


THE TRAITOR’S REWARD. 





RA enn 





avs PDP DDI 





the king, especially as his chief object in turning 
patriot had been the hand of Isabel, and which 
le now almost despaired. 

He accordingly returned a favorable answer 
to General Howe’s communication, expressing 
his sincere regret at having ever forsaken his 
allegiance. But still having hopes of Isabel, 
though fkint, and wishing to gain time, he pro- 
posed to continue awhile his connexion with the 
patriots, giving as the ostensible reason that he 
would thus have an opportunity of penetrating 
Washington’s designs, and furnishing important 
intelligence to Howe. For all this he stipula- 
lated in requital a higher rank than that he now 


held, whenever he should join the royal troops” 


in Boston. 

This correspondence had continued some time, 
when one day the startling intelligence was whis- 
pered in camp that Doctor Church, the surgeon- 
general of the hospitals, had been discovered to be 
in a treasonable communication with the enemy. 
It was also said that, on the person of the 
messenger, had been found a letter from some 
unknown American officer, written in cipher, 
which, from an accompanying plan, was sup- 
posed to be a full account of the attack, which 
Washington had at that time, projected on the 
enemy’s position. Captain Howell was one of 
the first to hear this news, and knew at once 
that the letter was his own, for he had given it 
himself to the messenger that veryday. At first 
he thought of instant flight. But the avenues 
out of the camp were now strictly guarded to 
prevent the criminal’s escape, and the very en- 
deavor to fly, if frustrated, would argue guilt. 
Though a bold man, he trembled at the dilemma 
in which he found himself. If the agent should 
inform on him all was over. He was, there- 
fore, inexpressibly relieved when he learned that 
his cousin had been suspected, in consequence 
of having suddenly left the camp without a fur- 
lough, in less than an hour after the messenger’s 
arrest, and before orders were issued to guard 
the avenues. No other officer had been missed 
from duty, and the circumstance was, therefore, 
regarded as conclusive. It was naturally sug- 
gested that he had, in some way, heard of the 
discovery of the treason and fled. 

*‘However he will probably be overtaken,” 
said the officer who brought the intelligence to 
Captain Howell, ‘for he got scarcely an hour’s 
start of his pursuers, and I have it from good 
authority that his course is known.” 

“Then he did not go into Boston?’ said his 


hearer, in some alarm. 

‘No. He probably thought that, in case of 
the attempt, he would be fired on and perhaps 
caught, so he chose a circuitous route and has 





retired into the country, intending to lie con- 
cealed for a few days until he can smuggle 
himself over to the enemy. He is a cousin of 
yours, Howell, is he not? You should change 
your name, for a traitor would taint the best 
one.” 

The real criminal, thus addressed, could with 
difficulty conceal his agitation. But he saw a 
loop-hole of ¢scape if he could confirm the suspi- 
cion against his relative. Assuming an affected 
moderation which suited his part admirably, he 
said— 

**Not so fast, Pincknay! This man is my 
kinsman, and though our tastes do not exactly 
agree, yet I am bound to consider him innocent 
until he is proved guilty. Besides, if I under- 
stand you, there is no evidence against him 
except this flight, which may be accidental. 
The messenger does not name him, does he?” 

He spoke thus, because anxious to learn, if 
possible, whether his agent had betrayed him. 
The answer relieved him. 

‘The messenger will not tell. 
born fallow, luckily for your cousin. But then 
the chain of evidence is so complete. Your 
kinsman is found to have left camp without 
leave immediately on hearing of the messen- 
ger’s arrest: it is proved, moreover, that a note 
was delivered him which caused his departure 
in much agitation; besides, last and most con- 
clusive, and, therefore, I have reserved it, the 
agent, at the moment of his arrest, offered a raw 
country recruit put to guard him five guineas if 
he would tell Captain Howell that he had been 
caught.” 

** Ah!?? exclaimed the real culprit, for a mo- 
ment thrown off his guard by this startling cir- 
cumstance: then, remembering that other eyes 
were on him, and that his life might depend on 
his next words, he laughed with gay indiffer- 
ence, saying—* then, faith! I must be looking 
to myself, for if the knave said that, I too shall 
be ‘suspicioned,’ as Dogberry has it, and ‘in 
virtue of mine’ name, if not of ‘ mine office.’”’ 

**What!” replied his companion, ‘suspect 
you!—the prince of good fellows, who threw 
up the king’s commission rather than fight 
against your country—you, one of the first 
patriots—why, in that case, we might as well 
suspect John Adams, or Hancock, or old Sam 
himself, or the general in chief. No, Howell, 
that won’t do. There’s not a man in camp 
wouldn’t swear to your loyalty as readily as to 
his own. It is true I used to think your cousin 
honest also, but then I did not know him as well 
as I know you.” 

Thus did the real culprit find the load of guilt 
transferred from his own shoulders to those of 
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his innocent rival. The only fear he now had 
was that the agent might yet speak out and re- 
veal the true criminal. How was his mind re- 
lieved, therefore, the next morning, when he 
found that the man had, in attempting to escape, 
been shot by the sentry. Fate seemed to be 
smoothing the way for his complete success. 

His spirits were a little dashed, however, 
when, soon after, he heard of our hero’s arrest; 
for it was not Captain Howell’s desire to see his 
cousin captured. His flight had already estab- 
lished a conviction of his guilt. A return, and 
a public trial might, by some unlucky turn, dis- 
cover the real criminal. 

«Well, since he has come back,” said Captain 
Howell, “it is his life or mine, and he must die. 
The affair has gone too far for me to retreat. I 
must stay and see the game out, desperate as it 
grows.” 

It may be asked, by some, why the real crimi- 
nal did not seize this occason to fly, a thing 
which could easily be done, as the camp was less 
strictly guarded now that the supposed culprit 


And who so likely to succeed him, as the one she 
had discarded in his favor? Captain Howell’s 
vanity promised him now a complete triumph. 
Here was the very contingency happening, for 
3 which he had held off from Howe. He would 
; win Isabel, and afterward—* why, afterward,”? 
he soliloquized, “I will be patriot or loyalist 
as is most advisable, my decision depending on 
which obtains the final ascendancy.” 
Revolving these thoughts, Captain Howell 
sought his rest that night in the highest spirits; 
{and we are compelled to say enjoyed a far 
: sweeter sleep than his victim. Indeed who can 
' conceive a position more anxious and perilous 
than that of our hero? 





CHAPTER IX.-—THE TRIAL. 


Tue tribunal that assembled for the trial of our 
hero, was held in a house in Cambridge, which 

; the traveller may still see not far from the col- 
lege buildings; and though a sentry was posted 
at the door to keep out improper intruders, this 
could not prevent groups of soldiers from gather- 
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had seen in his relative’s quarters, containing a ’ den flight that his guilt was incontrovertible. 
secret drawer, the spring to which he had be- The excitement against him indeed was so in- 
come acquainted with from having beheld it > tense that even his friends thought it prudent 
thoughtlessly opened in his presence. Into this ’ for their own sakes to be silent. Tnus was he 
hidden receptacle he resolved to convey, if pos- | left without a single defender. 
sible, one of General Howe’s letters received by } Our hero also felt the impossibility of estab- 
himself, as also the key to the cipher in which ’ lishing his innocence. He had a natural re- 
it was written. This foul plot was carried into } pugnance against laying bare his most sacred 
execution at once. Hastening to his cousin’s ’ feelings before a body of men, the larger portion 
tent he found it, for the moment, untenanted. ’ of whom were strangers to him; yet how else 
The dressing-case stood in its old position, on a ; could he satisfactorily explain his absence with- 
camp-chest, untouched. As quick as lightning, } out leave? The whole story of his love would 
the fatal evidences of guilt were conveyed to the } have to be told—his betrothal, Isabel’s letter 
secret drawer; and in another instant the villain } disearding him, and his own impetuous visit— 
glided undetected from the place, like a serpent ; or else he should fail to convinee his judges. 
after it has fixed its venom in the slumbering } Perhaps even this would not doit. At any rate, 
infant. It was well for him he had been so ; crushed as all his hopes were, he really felt too 
quick! Before fifteen minutes an officer arrived } indifferent about life to care much whether he 
with an order to seize the effects, and papers of ; was condemned or acquitted. 
the accused ; and the fatal dressing-box was im- He entered the court room accordingly, totally 
mediately taken in charge as the most likely re- } reckless what the result of the trial might be. 
ceptacle of concealed letters. The desertion of his friends had contributed to 
All fear for his own personal safety being } heighten these feelings. In all the apartment 
thus removed from Captain Howell’s bosom, } he beheld no sympathizing face. But his air was 
he pursued the train of thought which had } as lofty as if, instead of being a prisoner, he had 
tempted him to this atrocious deed. For, as } been a monarch in the hourof his triumph. With 
he argued, would not Isabel abandon her lover } a firm tread, an erect carriage, and a look of 
in scorn on finding him convicted of treason? ' haughty defiance on his handsome eountenance 
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he entered the room and took the place assigned 
him at the foot of the table, after one proud 
glance slowly directed around. 

Our hero appeared to give but a listless atten- 
tion to the case, until it reached that part where 
the discovery of the cipher in his dressing-box 
was mentioned. Of this fact he had received 
no intimation, and its announcement took him 
completely by surprise. His eye flashed and his 
cheek grew red with indignation, for he saw he 
was the victim of some base machination. His 
judges noticed these signs of agitation, but at- 
tributed them to conscious guilt; for nothing is 
easier when a bias exists in a case of circum- 
stantial evidence, to find even in the looks of 
innocence confirmation of crime. 

The testimony was such as is already known 
to the reader, and need not, therefore, be re- 
capitulated. By the court it was regarded as 
unanswerable; this might be seen in their coun- 
tenances. Before, however, passing judgment, 
the prisoner was asked if he wished to prepare 
a defence. On this our hero rose to his feet. 

Probably he would have made no effort for 
his life, if it had not been for the discovery of 
the cipher in his dressing-box. But the produc- 
tion of this, and Howe’s accompanying letter, 
which the Judge Advocate had read to the court, 
roused him to fling off the foul aspersion of trea- 
son. ‘Jf they could have condemned me,” he 
said to himself, ‘after all my services, on the 
flimsy evidence of a spy naming me, and of my 
coincident departure from the camp, they might 
have done so, and I would have met my fate 
proudly, scorning alike them and their injustice, 
satisfied that hereafter, when the excitement of 
the hour had passed, the insufficiency of the 
evidence would redeem my name from obloquy. 
It would have been a noble revenge on Jsabel 
too, thus to die without mingling her name with 
the publicity of a court; and when she should 
have discovered her injustice toward me, her 
tears would flow to think I disdained saving 
my own life at the expense of her feelings. © But 
the discovery of this cipher places me in a dif- 
ferent attitude. Such*a discovery will be con- 
clusive of my guilt unless I expose the trick. 
But who could have done this deed? I know 
not, though I may suspect—yet such a suspicion! 
What—shall I accuse my own blood? No, I 
will be silent, for I have no proof. But this 
base charge I will repel. They will dishelieve 
me, but I shall have discharged a duty I owe 
to the name of my fathers, which in my hands 
shall not be disgraced.” 

Long afterward was the eloquent appeal of 
our hero remembered by all who were fortunate 
enough to hear it on that day. He appealed to 
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those present if, in his whole former career, he 
had done or said anything that induced a doubt 
of his patriotism. ‘I ask the court if my blood 
was not freely shed in the very beginning of this 
contest—if I have not staked life and fortune 
on the issue—if my voice has not always been 
loudest for independence—if I have not em- 
ployed my own private means to equip a portion 
of mycompany? On the other hand, what mo- 
tive can be shown for such treason? Did I not 
deliberately choose sides? Is any reason offered 
why I should now change? Can J gain in rank, 
or emolument by it? Nothing of this kind has 
been established. On what then rests the accu- 
sation? Is it on my flight from the camp? That 
I can explain by urgent private affairs. Is it on 
the mention of my name by the spy? But he 
most likely took this course to conceal the party 
who was really guilty; besides it is sufficient for 
me to say that there is another Captain Howell, 
and though I do not accuse my kinsman, the 
evidence here touches him equally with myself. 
Is my guilt inferred from the finding of the 
cipher in my dressing-box? Gentlemen, I am 
no lawyer, but I have read somewhere of a case 
which is no doubt familiar to the Judge Advo- 
cate, and which is to this effect. A traveller in 
England, sometime about the beginning of this 
century, was stopped on the highway and rob- 
bed. of twenty guineas by a man in a mask, who 
rode hastily away. The traveller soon after 
arrived at an inn, where in the stable he saw a 
horse covered with foam resembling the one the 
robber had used. Going into the kitchen he 
stated this, and recounted his loss, but said that 
the discovery of the villain was certain as he 
had taken the precaution, before setting out on 
his journey, to mark each of his gold pieces in 
a peculiar manner. A short time after, and 
while he was eating supper,,the landlord came 
softly in and told him he could point out the 
robber, who was no other than an ostler of the 
inn, then asleep up stairs. The host said that 
he had long suspected his servant of bad prac- 
tices, and that evening he had came in and paid 
him a guinea borrowed a fewdays before. ‘My 
eye,’ said the landlord, ‘happened to rest on 
a mark on the coin, but at the time I thought 
nothing of it, and paid away the piece shortly 
after to a neighbor. On your arrival, however, 
my suspicions were aroused, and I determined 
to apprise you of them, though not until my 
ostler was asleep, in order that we might pro- 
ceed at once to examine his clothes.? Accord- 
ingly the traveller and landlord ascended to the 
loft, where nineteen of the missing guineas were 
found in the pocket of the ostler, the other having 
been paid away by his master as explained. The 
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servant was tried, convicted and executed. A 
year after the host was discovered in a robbery 
and sentenced to death. Just before he expiated 
his crime he confessed to the robbery of the pre- 
ceding year, which he had perpetrated, but which 
he had accused his servant of in order to escape 
himself; for on hearing the traveller declare that 
hig guineas were marked, the guilty man recol- 
lected he had paid one of them away, and saw 
in this act a revelation of his crime. To avert ; 
his fate he had conveyed the gold to the pocket ; 
of the ostler, and fabricated the story with which 
he succeeded in destroying an innocent man. 
* But this, gentlemen, is not the only instance 3 
on record where innocent persons have fallen a ; 
victim to circumstantial evidence. The case of 
George Barnwell has been made familiar to you 
onthe stage. The Judge Advocate can tell you 
of other examples from his books. If I amcon- 
demned, it will be under like injustice. Before 
my Creator I solemnly aver that I know nothing 
of this cipher. How it came into my private 
drawer I am unable to tell. Some enemy to me 
; 














personally has placed it there after concocting 
the whole of this pretended treason, or else the 
real criminal finding suspicion had attached to 
me, has sought this means to effect his own 


‘The court,” said that high officer, “has 
come, and without difficulty, to an unanimous 
opinion. Never before, perhaps, was a man 
more plainly convicted on any testimony short 
of that which is positive and direct. If circum- 
stantial evidence is refused as unsatisfactory, 
nine criminals out of ten will escape; and if cir- 
cumstantial evidence is ever received, then, in 
this case, it presents itself with overpowering 
force. If a man is seen running from a room 
with a bloody knife in his hand, and immediately 
afterward a murdered corpse is found in the 
apartment, it is proof that the man with the 
knife has committed the homicide. The pre- 
sent case is not less clear. A spy is arrested, 
and on his person are found letters in cipher: 
and he offers a bribe to any one who will tell 
Captain Howell he has been arrested. Now, it 
is true, there are two Captain Howell’s in the 
camp: but contrast their conduct! The one 
flies, the other remains. But again. A key 
to the cipher is found, as well as a letter from 
General Howe, and by this key the letter found 
on the spy, as well as the one from the enemy 
are unriddled. This cipher is discovered, not 
in possession of the man who remained, but of 
the one who fled. Could testimony be more 


escape. Look at my past life! Does itnotcon- } convincing? The former good character of the 
tradict the idea of my guilt? I stand here with ' accused is nothing to the purpose. Every year 
one foot in the grave,asit were. Life, for other ‘ criminals are punished, who never before had 
reasons than those involved in this accusation, been suspected. There must always be a first 
has ceased to be an object to me. The good, or ; step in guilt. Besides, the defence of hitherto 
evil report of men, I hold of little consequence. } unsuspected patriotism will apply to any one 





But there is a God above, whom I must here- 
after meet, and can I face him with a lie upon 
my tongue? In his name I solemnly assert my 
innocence. Before his eternal tribunal I cite 
my accusers to appear, and there let it be judged 
between us!” 

With eyes raised to heaven and outstretched 
hands he pronounced these words. The effect 
was visible on all the beholders, and an im- 
pression of his innocence, fot the first time 
began to be entertained. The spell which his 
fervent words had created was soon dispelled, 
however, by the President ordering the room to 
be cleared in order that the court might come to 
a verdict. 

In less than fifteen minutes the doors were 
thrown open, and the audience admitted. The 
prisoner stood with folded arms, awaiting his 
fate, calm, lofty, dignified. His appearance 
still further increased the feeling in his favor. 
But when the opinion of the court was made 
known, it is strange how quickly these favorable 
sentiments disappeared. Before the cold logic 
of the President the effect of the prisoner’s fer- 
vent language rapidly disappeared. 
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charged with this crime, be he the prisoner or 
another, for the guilty party is declared in his 
own letter, found on the spy, to be an American 
officer. The defence made by the prisoner is but 
a series of similar evasions. The court, there- 
fore, is unanimous in its opinion of his guilt.’? 

A profound silence for a moment followed 
these words, for the interest of the audience 
during this address had been wound up to the 
highest pitch. Then came a long drawn breath 
as if a load of suspense had been removed from 
each bosom. The views of the court, so ably 
expounded by the President, appeared to have 
carried conviction to every mind; and men 
turned to their neighbors and nodded in silent 
approval of the sentence. 

Our hero heard the terrible words, which pro- 
nounced his doom, with unmoved countenance. 
He was not appalled by what seemed so dreadful 
to the spectators. On the contrary, he derived 
a sort of heroic fortitude from the consciousness 
of his innocence. His spirit rose in proportion 
to the injustice meted outtohim. Alone, with- 
out one pitying eye bent on him, he stood in that 
crowd. Perhaps his lip curled slightly with scorn 
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as his gaze slowly traversed the assembly and 
the court: then, with a proud and almost dis- 
dainful bow, he turned to the officer who was 
to conduct him back to prison, and signified his 
readiness to depart. 

When he reached the jail he gazed bitterly on 
the bare walls, while the door was being locked 
and double-locked behind him. 

* And this is justice,” he cried. “‘ First, de- 
nied by one’s mistress without the shadow of a 
reason :—then, though innocent, condemned for 
treason. Well—so be it! I can die like a man, 
for that consolation at least is left me. May 
God forgive you, Isabel !”? 

(To BE CONCLUDED.) 





SOLITUDE. 
BY JESSIE HOWARD. 


On! leave me not alone! 
While anguish preys upon my heart. 
I cannot bid its fangs depart 
While I am left alone! 
My heart is steeled—my eyes are dry, 
No melting power of grief comes nigh, 
And I sometimes fear that I shall die, 
Or turn to stone. 


Oh! leave me not alone! 
The sunshine lights my pleasant room, 
But it seems filled with changeless gloom 
When I am there alone. 
And dark and dreadful visions come 
Deep, deep within my spirit’s home, 
As far and wide my fancies roam; 
Why am I left alone? 


*T is sad to be alone 
When the crushed spirit looks within 
O’er by-gone hours where joys have been, 
All gone—all gone. 
Alas! I fear my brain is turning 
So wildly, fiercely is it burning, 
Yet to new agony returning, 
Still, still I am alone. 


But hark! above the storm, 
A still, small voice is gently speaking, 
A light upon my sau] is breaking, 

I am no more alone. 
Oh! thou to whom in happier hours, 
When thorns grew not amid the flowers, 
I sought to dedicate my powers, 

Thou leav’st me not alone. 


Father! forgive thy child, 
Though weak and erring I have been, 
Oft in temptation—oft in sin, ; 

From my best love beguiled. 
Oh! guide my wandering steps aright, 
And in the wilds of sorrow’s night, 
Or in the day-dawn clear and bright, 

Let me be thine alone. 


SHOPPING WITH A COUNTRY COUSIN. 
A SKETCH OF CITY LIFE. 


Come, Bella,” said a cousin of mine, who 
was making a short visit in town, “I want you 
to go a shopping with me, I have a light silk 
dress to buy for myself and Lyddy and Sally; 
and I want you to show me the best stores.” 

I consented, for I well remembered the kind- 
ness and hospitality with which I had been 
treated by my relatives, during a few weeks at 
their spacious farm-house, and sincerely wished 
to make some return. It was a warm day in 
June, and we started from the vicinity of 
Bleecker street to proceed to Stewart’s, where 
I supposed my cousin Jane could not fail of 
being suited. As we entered she whispered to 
me— 

** Now, coz, I am not going to be cheated by 
any of these Yorkers; I know their tricks, J 
guess, and they’I!l find me as sharp as they are.” 

We proceeded through long rows of stools oc- 
cupied by ladies, and we reached the fartherest 
extremity and procured a vacant place, at the 
; counter where the silks are displayed. She 
asked to see some silks. 

What kind and color, was asked. 

*Oh, I don’t know,” Jane replied, “you 
see,’’ she said, turning to me, * mother wants 
us to dress alike, she says, nothing’s so pretty 
as sisters all in a row dressed just alike—but 
Lyddy wants a crow color, and Sally likes a 
grass green, so I don’t know what to do.”” 

The courteous youth proceeded to unfold and 
’ hold to our view, piece by piece, of every shade 
’ and quality. Jane looked on with unwearied 

patience, but fixed on none. At length she per- 
: ceived a piece of rich figured satin, which a lady 
¢ near us was holding to the light. She suddenly 
seized one end and exclaimed— 
; La! that’s pretty, now I like that.” 

The fashionable dressed lady quietly resigned 
her hold, whilst she surveyed my cousin Jane, 
with a look which seemed to ask, ‘* what curious 
species of zoology have we here.”? But Jane 
perceived her not, and asked the price. 

‘One dollar and three quarters a yard.” 

“Gracious me, for that narrow stuff!” she 
exclaimed, ‘I guess you’!l take less—I Il give 
seventy-five cents.” 

‘No, indeed, madam,” he replied, ‘‘ we have 
but one price for our goods.” 

But cousin Jane would not be convinced antil 
after ‘an hour’s haggling—when throwing down 
the satin, she declared it too dear for her, and all 
the cheaper ones looked so ill after it she tossed 
them aside. We left the shop and proceeded 
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through several others, where pretty much the 
same scene was acted over, until she was per- 
suaded by one more elegant than the others, to 
decide on a slazy silk, neither the color, nor 
quality she desired. I endeavored to interfere, 
but was out-talked by the voluble shopman, and 
we departed. 

It was awarm day,and cousin Jane was none 
of the sylph-like sort, she leaned heavily on my 
arm, complaining of weariness, and how the 
hard pavements hurt her feet. Every time we 
crossed the street I was obliged to rescue her at 
the risk of my own life, from the carriages and 
carts. She never looked to the right or left, but 
if I called to her, or pulled her by the arm, to 
warn her of any danger, she stopped, frightened 
and bewildered, stared at the prancing horses, 
who looked as if they could hardly avoid her. 
How she escaped, is more than I can tell. It 
must have been owing to the dexterity of the 
drivers. Tired and heated, we were half way 
home, when Jane said to me— 

‘Now, cousin, I want to buy mother’s silk 
shawl, and the gloves for the girls.” 

“Why,” I answered, ‘did you not tell me 
that, when we were looking for the dress, we 
must go all the way back again to procure those 
articles.” 

“La! I did not know,” said Jane, ‘I thought 
one place was as good as another.” 

‘* But the principal shops,’ I replied, ‘are all 
down town.” 

‘¢ Well, dear me, I’m sorry enough, for I’m 
tired out—my feet are worn out with these hard 
pavements. New York is such a dreadful, tire- 
some place, I wish I only was well-out of it 
once.” 

There was nothing to be done but retrace our 
steps, so back we went through all the shops, 
until the shawl and gloves were purchased. I 
prevailed on Jane to get into an omnibus, to re- 
turn home, as we were both excessively weary. 
But I soon repented this movement, for poor 
Jane was the victim of the greatest terror. 
Every time we jolted, she screamed, and was 
sure we were breaking down or overturning. 
In short, she afforded much amusement to all 
within, and many without by her shrieks and 
causeless terror. At length, when the vehicle 
was filled with passengers, the driver whipped 
his horses into a quick trot. Her agony was too 
great to bear, she was sure he was racing, and 
we should soon be dashed to pieces. In vain I 
endeavored to pacify her—she knew, she said, 
such things were every day occurrences in New 
York. They were used to having their brains 
dashed out, or limbs broken, but for her part 
she was not. Out she would go—so I pulled 
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the check string, and we proceeded once more 
homeward. Our house was in sight, that haven 
of rest and refreshment, I quickened my steps, 
when Jane said— 

*‘Where is Liberty street, cousin, is it near 
here ?”? 

No,” I replied, ‘it is some distance.”? 

**Oh, I’m very sorry,”’ said she, *‘ for I have 
got a call to make there.” 

* Tmpossible !”? I exclaimed, * it is in the lower 
part of the city. If you had told me when we 
were in Maiden Lane, we might have gone there, 
as it is the next street.”? 

** Well, how was I to know,” she observed, 
‘where Liberty street was—go I must, for mo- 
ther desired me not to come home without going 
to see cousin McGrubbins, who lives in Liberty 
street.” 

Dear Jane,” said I, ** you cannot, indeed you 
are too weary to attempt it.”? 

** Oh, I must,” she answered, “ there is no help 
for it—this is my last day, and mother wouldn’t 
like it a bit if I didn *t.”? 

‘Dear cousin,” said I, clinging to the iron 
railings, ‘‘indeed I cannot accompany you, I 
am worn out.”? 

** Well, Bella,” said Jane, “you know I can- 
not find the way without you. I’m sure I’m 
tired enough too, and it is no further than we 
went that day we walked along Horsetail creek 
to Lake Winnemapasquod.” 

I was silenced, for I well remembered the un- 
wearied patience with which my cousins had ex- 
plored the beautiful country in their vicinity, in 
search of the picturesque for which they had no 
taste, merely to please me. I cast one longing 
look at the house door. Then we retraced our 
weary way in a broiling summer’s sun, once 
more down Broadway. In ‘ain I entreated 
Jane to allow me to employ a hack—the very 
name drove her frantic. She knew, she said, 
too well, these hack drivers, she had heard 
enough of them. They had as lieve dash a 
body to pieces as not. One thing I insisted 
on, I demanded Jane’s list in order to plan out 
our proceedings so as to take as few steps as 
possible. It was well I did, for I found several 
commissions still to execute, and places to stop 
at, which would have kept us all day, if I had 
not taken the precaution of consulting her list. 

To those who have perused my narrative thus 
far, %t me warn them, never to go a shopping 
with a country friend, without first knowing all 
the places they wish to visit, and plan out their 
movements accordingly. 

To my country readers I would beg to somark 
that they should not be too exacting on the time 
and patience of others when they come to town. 
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SCHOOL DAYS. 
“THEY WILL RETURN NO MORE.” 
BY ELIZABETH J. EAMES. 


Woitp they could come again— 
Those childish days, when we two sat together 
Through the long hours of the summer weather, 
Watching sometimes the rain that cool’d the window 


pane, 
Or, (as we heard the sly approaching foot 
Of her who taught our “‘ young ideas to shoot,’’) 
With a still quicker motion bending o’er 
The task on which it was our daily lot to pour. 


Would they could come once more— 
Those school-girl-days of history globe, and grammar, 
How gladly would each scene in life’s young drama 
Again be acted o’er :—again we two would pore 
O’er the dull page of shilling, pence and pound, 
Or neatly stitch the new bright sampler round. 
Methinks, dear friend, *t would novw be bliss to stay 
In that old school-house through the live long day! 


Would they could come once more— 
Those pleasant days of soft and sunny weather, 
When thou and I went hand-in-hand together 
After school-hours were o’er, that green hill to explore, 
Robbing the thorn-tree of its scarlet pride, 
Or gathering wild flowers from its grassy side: 
While far and wide with lightsome hearts we flew 
To catch the yellow butterfly in view. 


Would they could come once more— 
Those golden days—oh! swift flew they and pleasant— 
We had no thought save for the passing present: 
We sought not to explore the Future’s far-off shore, 
Enough for us to know that each day pass’d 
Smoothly and happy—swre, we thought ’t would last, 
And why not—when no graver wish was ones 
Than a new swing—bird’s-nest, or bunch of flowers? 


They ne’er will come again 
Those frolic-days of girldhood’s merry morning— 
Ere we were rul’d by pride and fashion’s scorning. 
Experience proves how vain it is to keep the chain 
Of our first thoughts bright, and unbroken still 
When we allow the world to enter us at will. 
And Time has taught us by his sober rule 
That we have pass’d the days of children when at 
scheol! 





MORNING. 
TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN. 
BY EMILY HEREMAN. 


Up, hie we to the garden, e 
The mountain-tops are red: 

The flowers lift up their eye-lids 
In light from morning shed. 


Thus living, and thus loving, 

Many human souls age gleam, 
Through life’s grey mists still brightening 
Tn rays from Heaven that beam. 
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CLARICE DE SANTILEUR. 


BY JOSEPH A. NUNES. 


“To the sad heart sweet memories restore.” 
— Saran WHITMAN. 


CHAPTER I. 


Tere was feasting and mirth at the Castle 
Terreville, and the numerous guests who were 
there assembled, at the invitation of its lord, 
vied with each other in their endeavors to outdo 
gayety itself. The meeting at the castle had 
already continued a number of days, and the 
amusements of each day had exceeded in variety 
and richness those that had preceded it. On the 
morrow, however, was to be the crowning fes- 
tival, in honor of the bride elect of the noble 
baron, whose castle had been the home of all 
his friends for the period of the preceding week. 

A tournament was then to be given, in which 
all the young knights and nobles of the province 
were expected to take a part, and shiver a lance 
for their ladyes’ sakes; and the anticipation of 
the spectacle made many a bright eye light up 
with joyous expectation, and made the hearts of 
the youthful warriors more tremulous than if 
they were about to meet a mortal foe, in the 
shock of arms, instead of encountering friends 
in mimic strife, where art and gallantry were 
alone to be displayed to those whose tender 
breasts would quake to look upon 


the strife 
That neither spares, nor speaks for life. 

But the youth of the period in which we write 
were accustomed to view the fairer portion of 
creation in a different light from that in which 
they are now beheld. That was the age of 
chivalry and romance, and woman then was 
worshipped (at least by those in whose breasts 
youth lent a fire to love) as something apart, 
and superior in their nature to the hardy man, 
who was ever called upon to mingle in the tur- 
moils of the times. This feeling it was that 
kept men from deteriorating in those days of 
semi-darkness, and which still gives to them 
that charm which allures us so frequently to 
turn back with pleasure to their consideration. 
And it was also this feeling which pervaded 
the bosoms of the young knights at the Castle 
Terreville when they prepared themselves, and 
issued their directions to their squires, for the 
display that was to take place on the morrow. 

Not the least among the motives that made 
them all hope ‘to do their devoir gallantry, was 
the knowledge that she—in whose honor these 
sports were given—was expected to preside as 
queen of them; for though she had been plighted 
in marriage, by her father, to the proud Baron 
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Terreville; there was not one of them who could 
look unmoved on beauty such as hers. Indeed 
the whole province spoke with but one voice 
on this subject; nor was it within the limits of 
Lorrain alone that Clarice de Santileur was dis- 
tinguished by the title of the Lily of Lorrain. 
Besides, the rumor was rife that high and noble, 
and brave too as was her betrothed husband, 
she did not favorably affect him; but that she 
shrank with repugnance from the day when the 
nupitials were to be solemnized; and pined in 
secret at the thought of the alliance. These 
considerations had such weight with the young 
nobles who were present, and so acted upon 
their admiration and their pity, that there was 
probably not a ladye faire in all France before 
whom they would have appeared with such 
mingled sensations as before her, who was to 
them an object both of love and mystery. 

But amidst all these preparations—amidst 
all the turmoils of anticipation—amidst all the 
thoughts of joy, and throbs of expected plea- 


sure—where was she, to do honor to whom | 


these preparations had been made? 

Let the reader accompany us to an upper 
room of the castle; it is a large and commo- 
dious apartment: the massive oaken furniture 
surrounds the apartment, which is ornamented 
in the usual style of ancient gothic architecture, 
and the tapestried hangings were displayed in 
rich profusion round the walls. At a window 
in this room, where antique carving seems to 
have resisted successfully the effect of time and 
decay, is seated on a large oaken chair a lady 
just in the pride and loveliness of first youth. 
Hers is a countenance that will attract atten- 
tion, aye, admiration! and on that expression 
as her head reposes upon one hand which rests 
upon the casement, and the bright tear drop 
starts unbidden to that clear, blue eye, whose 
long and graceful lash retains the crystal drop— 
we could linger forever in melancholy thought. 
This is Clarice de Santileur. She cannot yet 
have passed her eighteenth year. The outline 
of her figure is the perfection of grace; and her 
face, with its pensive cast of thought, brings to 
mind the expression of some beautiful Madonna 
by one of the great artists. She is pale—very 
pale, with the faintest tint of color in her cheeks ; 
but she is so transparently fair that the blue veins 
that swell her throbbing temples can be clearly 
defined; and it would seem as if almost every 
pulsation in them is visible. Her hair is of that 
rich, glossy gold color that is so seldom seen, 
but so beautifully when it is seen. So rich it 
is that it might be taken for the bright metal 
itself spun out into threads of impalpability. 
It hangs in luxuriant curls from that brow of 
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purest marble. While those on the other side 
are swept back by a hand, whose whiteness, 
smallness and symmetry would form a subject 
for a sculptor’s dream. Her dress is of crimson 
velvet, made in the fashion of the time, with 
long, loose sleeves which display the arm when 
raised to the elbow. From the open front of 
the dress there is seen a skirt of figured yellow 
satin, and the same vestment is observed above 
the neck, where it is fastened about the throat 
by a sparkling gem. Upon her head she wears 
a small cap or coronet, of black velvet, such as 
we sometimes see in the portraits of the unfor- 
tunate Mary Stuart, Queen of Scotland; around 
which are two rows of largest pearls. This 
gives an air of gravity to her yet youthful brow, 
and adds to the melancholy expression her coun- 
tenance wears. 

But why weeps she when all around are re- 
joicing? Why does she seek solitude, and lone- 
liness and grief, when all around are anxious for 
her presence, and all are filled with joy? She 
weeps those nuptials that now seem inevitable; 
and she mourns the absence of him to whom (or 
to his memory) she is still as constant as though 
they had never been severed. 


CHAPTER II. 


“ And he wore a scarf of embreidery rare, 
The last love-gift of his ladye-fair.”” SHAKSPEARE. 


Eustace D’Onsellet, Count de Lisle was the 
son of one of the first noblemen of Lorrain. It 
happened that the castle and estates of his father 
adjoined those of the Baron de Santileur; and 
it also happened that the two noblemen were 
friends, and had continued so from early youth. 
Under these circumstances it was but natural 
that an intimacy should spring up between Eus- 
tace D’Onsellet, or, as he was always from 
childhood called, the young Count de Lisle, and 
Clarice, the only daughter of the Baron de San- 
tileur. 

They had been brought up as children to- 
gether, (indeed from their infancy they had been 
betrothed by their parents) and as children they 
had learned to love each other, without knowing 
the meaning of their own feelings. The inti- 
macy subsisted from childhood to adolescence, 
and the passion, which at first was but childish 
affection, ripened at length into the tenderest 
love. It was one of those fortunate instances 
of early betrothments where the views of the 
parents subsequently made the happiness of the 
children; and where young hearts followed in 
the direction pointed out by mature heads. 

Eustace had always been accustomed to call 
Clarice his little wife, and she had always been 
taught to look upon him as her future husband, 
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and as soon as they began to understand the 
meaning of these terms, they hailed with joy the 
selection that their parents had made. Situated 
as they were and had been; there were no con- 
cealments on either side—there was no affected 
coyness on her part; nor did he keep the most 
hidden thoughts of his soul a secret from her— 
they felt that they loved each with the tenderest 
passion, and they did not hesitate to confess it. 

Things were in this condition when the father 
of Eustace D’Onsellet died, and left him sole 
lord of his extensive estates. Eustace was then 
but a few months more than nineteen years of 
age, and Clarice was not yet quite fifteen, and 
the period when they were to be married (when 
she became eighteen) was yet some three years 
distant. 

This event—the death of his father—had a 
great influence upon the fate of the young Count 
de Lisle. He loved his parent with the most 
devoted attachment; and the loss of him preyed 
upon his spirits, and for a time cast a deep gloom 
over his disposition. 

It was a short time previous to this that the 
celebrated enthusiast, Peter the Hermit, had 
commenced preaching the first crusade. Eu- 
rope rang with the preparations for this war. 
France, England, Italy and Germany were mar- 
shalling their thousands, to transport them to 
the shores of Asia. Godfrey de Boullion, Duke 
of Lorrain, accompanied by the flower of the 
nobility of the province, was already on his way 
to Italy, whence he was to embark with his fol- 
lowers for the place of ultimate destination. 
Religious phrenzy was at its highest point, and 
all classes seemed eager to participate in this 
conflict, in which, besides the glory to be ob- 
tained, the cause of true piety was to be so 
effectually served. 

As we have said before, it was at this time 
that Eustace D’Onsellet had the misfortune to 
lose his only remaining parent. He had ever 
been among the first in the manly and graceful 
sports of the period; and the skill he displayed 
in the use of his arms, so won the applause of 
the older knights, that they already prognosti- 
cated for him an active and brilliant career. 

Though in person but little above.the middle 
height, and possessing a slender, but graceful 
and well proportioned form, his strength was 
surprising, and his daring was at least cqual to 
his strength. He would have been among the 


first to join the Duke of Lorrain, his liege lord, 
had he not been restrained by that passion which 
is more potent than even ambition. But his love 
for Clarice de Santileur detained him a captive. 

When, however, his parent was no more, and 
a gloom settled upon his spirit, the thought of the ‘ 
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“War for the Cross” forever recurred to him; 
nor did the idea want prompting from without 
to give it additional weight. 

The Abbot of Cairvoieux, who was his confes- 
sor, true to promoting the views of the Mother 
Church, continually urged it upon him as a duty 
he owed, not only to himself, but also to his de- 
ceased parent, until at length his suggestions 
were adopted, and all other considerations gave 
way before them. He set himself to work to 
prepare his retainers for the expedition, and in 
the course of a few weeks he saw himself at the 
head of three hundred followers, all equipped to 
join Godfrey de Boullion. 

It was agreed between the young count and 
the marquis, that on the return of the former 
from Palestine the nuptials, so long delayed, 
should immediately be celebrated. 

Clarice hed wrought her lover a scarf with 
her own fair hands, which, when he was leaving, 
she placed about his person. 

¢It is unbecoming a noble maiden,” she said, 
as he locked her in a tender embrace, *to bid 
thee avoid danger, but oh! be not wildly rash! 
for my sake—for the sake of one who will then 
be far, far away—be not too daring and head- 
long in thy courage.”’ 

Eustace promised all she asked ; but qualified 
the promise by declaring that ere he returned, 
he would have a name in the roll of chivalry 
that she would not blush to hear repeated. 

‘¢ And this,” she said, placing the scarf around 
him, “ you will wear, dear Eustace, for my sake; 
and when your thoughts are truants,” she play- 
fully observed, “‘turn but a look on these folds, 
and think my heart is interwoven with the silken 
threads.”’ 

‘My own sweet love, and lady bright!” he 
replied; ‘‘ not while this heart acknowledges one 
throb of life, can my thoughts wander from thee. 
Willingly I accept the pledge as a gage of thy 
affection—it shall ever be borne where honor is 
most to be gained, and it shall never be parted 
from me—unless Clarice (which cannot be) thy 
thoughts should wander to another, and thy heart 
should seek some different shrine than mine :— 
then would I return it to thee, and with it thy 
pledged faith; and then seek for myself under 
the cowl and in the cloister that home which 
elsewhere had been made desolate.”? 

“Then it will never leave thee, dearest !’? she 
replied, as she suffered her head to fall upon his 
shoulder, and she looked up with her eyes beam- 
ing with affection in his face. 

They parted. Eustace D’Onsellet joined his 
forces to those of the Duke of Lorrain, and was 
just in time to embark with him for the capital 
of the Greek empire. He took a prominent part 
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in the earlier actions of the crusaders. At the 
seige of Nice he first earned for himself a name 
of honor among those celebrated warriors whose 
exploits he shared; and in the subsequent en- 
counters with the infidels, under their Sultan, 
he added fresh leaves to his wreath of laurels. 
But at the siege of Antioch, where his daring 
spirit led him to be foremost in the attack, he 
was wounded by the enemy, and being separated 
from, and unsupported by his followers, he was 
taken a prisoner by the Caliph of Egypt. The 
Christians gained the city, but Eustace D’On- 
sellet remained a captive in the hands of the 
infidels; nor would they agree to his exchange. 
They had already learned to dread his name— 
they had learned the force of his arm, and the 
influence of his battle cry, and they preferred 
detaining him a prisoner. 

For a year and more after he had left his home 
there came at intervals, news to the Castle San- 
tileur in relation to his exploits. Fame spoke 
loudly of him; nor did she need messengers to 


bear her report into the heart of France. A | 
pilgrim returning, occasionally, (as there were | 
frequently such) was sure to speak of those 
warriors who had distinguished themselves, and 
among them the name of the Count de Lisle was 
Hovwbwildly | 


by no means the last mentioned. 
did the heart of Clarice throb as she heard these 


persons—some of whom had seen him—speak ; 


in his praise; and how did she tremble—not- 
withstanding her pride in him and the heroism 


of the age—at the thought that his intrepidity | 
might deprive her forever of himself, and widow ; 
her heart ere she had even been wived! But » 


after the first year or little more, these reports 
ceased for a time; and then the rumor came 
that he had been taken prisoner, and that he 
languished in captivity among the infidels. This 
report was succeeded by the story that he was 
dead; and though this rumor was never con- 
firmed, yet every one believed it to be true ex- 
cept Clarice only; she clung to the hope that it 
might be false, and though she mourned him as 
dead, she still in secret cherished the thought 
that he would one day re-appear to contradict 
the assertion, and to claim her promised hand. 

Another year passed away, and still no tidings 
reached the Castle Santileur of the existence of 
Eustace D’Onsellet. The news it was true had 
not been confirmed; neither had it been contra- 
dicted; and nothing occurred to shake the con- 
fidence of those who believed that he was no 
more. 

At the commencement of the third year, the 
Marquis de Santilear received from his friend, 
the Baron Terreville, a proposition for his daugh- 
ter’s hand. The Baron Terreville was a widower 

Vou. XII.—9 
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of about forty-five years of age, and he was the 
wealthiest and most influential nobleman then 
in the province of Lorrain. His wife had been 
dead some five years, and he sought to mate 
himself to another; not that he was in love !— 
that was by no means the case; for the baron, 
though a brave man and a tried soldier, had 
never possessed a particle of romance in love 
affairs; he thought they should be transacted 
entirely through the medium of parents and 
guardians. He was of the old school, and a 
martinet in that school. He considered that a 
daughter’s first duty was obedience; and that ~ 
she had no right to permit her affections to be 
engaged, unless her hand had been pre-engaged 
by her parents; and that it was her duty, when 
; they disapproved of such engagement, to with- 
‘ draw her love with the same facility she had 
: bestowed it. 

The Marquis de Santileur made the proposi- 
‘ tion to his child; but she shrank with horror 
 froza it. The marquis wished, if possible, to 
please his daughter; but the family and estates 
must be represented; and it was absolutely ne- 
cessary to his happiness that Clarice should 
marry. He asked her if she had a preference 
for any noble of the province before the Baron 
Terreville. Clarice, upon hearing this ques- 
; tion, poured out her whole heart to him, and 
entreated him not to consummate her wretched- 
‘ness by compelling a union, when she could 
: never love any but him who had possessed her 
love from infancy; and who, if he was no more, 
had borne it with him to the grave. 

“Tf he is dead,” she said; “earth has no 
longer any claims upon me, and the only re- 
quest I make to you is, that you will consent 
to my retiring from it and seeking a refuge in 
the cloister, where J will ever mingle your name 
with his to implore blessings on you both.” 

But the Marquis de Santileur would by no 
means consent to this arrangement—neither 
; prayers nor entreaties could move him. The 
} utmost grace his daughter could obtain was, 
that he would wait for a period of six months, 
; during which time she should not be considered 
; as absolutely plighted to the Baron Terreville; 
but if at the expiration of that period, Eustace 
D’Onsellet did not return, or they heard no news 
to render the fact of his existence certain—then, 
at the expiration of another month, she should 
positively be wedded to the man who now sought 
her hand. 

This was at least a respite; and from day to 
day she continued to hope that something would 
intervene to prevent a doom she looked upon as 
worse than the grave. Week passed after week, 
and everything remained in the same condition 
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as at the commencement of the term of proba- , progress, but when called upon at the altar, to 
tion. Hope waxed so faint that it required all } refuse her consent to a union her heart could 
the sanguineness of youth to support it. At } not sanction, and to avow herself (in wish at 
length the six months expired, and Clarice de } least) as the bride of heaven and the church; 
Santileur was in despair!—the fate of Eustace } and should force then be attempted, she deter- 
D’Onsellet was as much involved in obscurity } mined to terminate her struggle by sacrificing 
as ever. What was worse, however, she could } herself to death, rather than to contamination. 
no longer remain true to his memory—she was 


the betrothed of another !—not by her own act boa vet fet 





or acquiescence, but by a power that was para- “We return, we return, we return no more.” 

mount to hers—by the authority of her father, - Hicuianp Lament. 

who fulfilled his word given to the Baron Ter-; Tue morrow broke forth in all the splendor 
- reville, of a bright, spring day—there was not a cloud in 


Moreover the marquis had accepted an invi- } the whole expanse of the sky. Nature seemed 
tation for himself and daughter from the baron, } dressed in her gayest garb—as if she rejoiced 
to spend the first fortnight of the month that ; with the light hearts that had been looking for- 
was to precede the marriage at the castle of the ; ward to this day with so many pleasurable anti- 
latter; and it was the fulfilment of this engage- ; cipations. 
ment that explains the appearance of Clarice de The morning was spent in preparation, and 
Santileur at the home of one, from whom she ; at two hours after noon the sports were to com- 
would willingly have been leagues away. mence. It were needless to occupy the time of 

Abandoned by every other hope, our heroine } the reader with the description of a tournament 
still had one remaining when she left her home } —so many have already been described by abler 
for this visit; and that hope was in the baron ? pens that we will pass by the minor arrange- 
himself. She thought of appealing to him, and ; ments, and come to the tournament after the 
declaring that she could never love him—that } sports had progressed for some time, and when 
the union could but make her miserable exist- ? Clarice de Santileur had already taken her seat 
ence one of utter wretchedness—and of con- } as queen of the lists; though it must be confessed 
juring him, by every principle of honor and 3 she did this act mechanically, and remained for 
nobleness, to relinquish voluntarily the engage- } @ time no more than an inattentive spectator of 
ment into which parental authority had forced } the scene around her. 
her. But this hope, like the many others she The Baron Terreville had just unhorsed a 
had cherished, was not destined to be realized. knight with whom he had run a course, and he 
The baron was a plain man, of few ideas, which } stood at the entrance of his pavilion in expec- 
he expressed in almost as few words. He told; tation of another opponent, when a trumpet 
her that had her first lover survived, or could ? was heard to sound a call at the entrance of 
he be revived, he would acquiesce, though re- ; the lists; and the herald on proceeding to an- 
luctantly in her suggestion—“ for,”? said he **I } swer it found there an armed knight accompa- 
loved the boy myself, and it was from me he } nied by his squire, bearing his lance and shield. 
received his first lessons in the noble art of war. The latter, in explaining the reasons of the 
His father (as good a knight as ever bestrode a § summons, stated that his master, as he jour- 
steed or couched a lance) and myself were com- } neyed through the country on his return from 
panions in arms; and I would have done much 3 the holy wars, had heard of the meeting; and 
to serve the brave Iad.’”? But he said that it was ; passing in the neighborhood at the time, he 
madness to suppose he lived; and it was the ex- 3 wished to break a lance with the noble knights 
cess of madness to adhere with such tenacity to } there present, in honor of the lady of his love, 
his memory. He then read her a short lesson } whom he upheld to be the fairest in all France. 
upon the duty of a daughter, and concluded by A challenge such as this, in those days, was 
declaring he had no doubt that after they were § never declined, and in a moment all were anx- 
married she would learn to love him, as his 3 ious to meet this stranger, who, by his boasted 
endeavors should all tend to her happiness. preference of his own lady, cast an aspersion 

It was now that Clarice felt within herself a { upon the peerless charms of all others. Baron 
spirit not her own: her determination was made 3 Terreville, being in his own castle, was com- 
—she would not wed the Baron Terreville— 3 pelled to allow several other knights, being in- 
though the whole world combined to compel 3 ferior in reputation to himself, the privilege of 
her—she would not! She formed a resolution 3 encountering the stranger before him. 
so desperate, that she dared scarcely breathe it The herald was directed to return and reply 
even to herself. She resolved to let matters {to the unknown challenger, that on giving his 
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name and lineage, the knights there present 
would be proud to meet him; and they would 
uphold the superiority of their ladies’ charms in 
peaceful strife there; and in deadly war else- 
where—with sword or with lance; on horse or 
on foot. The squire replied that the knight he 
served was under a vow, and he could not re- 
veal his name nor his family; but he pledged 
himself that he was noble, and not unknown to 
some who were there present. He was known 
now by the title of the knight of the Blasted 
Pine, as the cognizance upon his shield (which 
was a young pine tree riven by a flash of light- 
ning) showed, and if they accepted his challenge 
he would meet them there, with the weapons 
prescribed for the occasion, and elsewhere as 
they should list, and with what weapons it suited 
them to name. 

After a few moments spent in deliberation, 
they accepted the challenge, and the knight of 
the Blasted Pine, as he denominated himself, 
rode into the lists. He sat a powerful and 
spirited war-horse; and was clad in a suit of 
complete steel, over which he wore the white 
crusader’s shirt, with the bright red cross upon 
the right shoulder. As he kept his visor down 
it was impossible to form an opinion of his 
countenance; but his figure was at once manly 
and graceful, and displayed an admirable com- 
bination of strength and ease. His appearance 
alone would have commanded respect; but he 
evinced so much skill in managing his restive 
steed, and in wielding his lance as he saluted 
the queen of the tournament in passing below 
the platform on which she sat enthroned, that 
respect was quickly changed to admiration; and 
every one admitted that there could be no doubt 
of his being both noble and gallant. 

Clarice de Santileur had aroused herself from 
her listlessness the moment she saw the stranger 
knight enter the lists. The sight of the cross, 
and the white shirt over his armor, recalled to 
her mind the thoughts (if they had ever been 
absent) of him who was similarly clad when 
last she bade him a long farewell. There was 
also something in the figure and appearance of 
the knight of the Blasted Pine that attracted 
from her more than ordinary attention. But 
the face could give no information to the wild 
thoughts that suggested themselves to her mind 
—the envious bars were closed, and she could 
but see the flashing of the dark eyes they shel- 
tered. A state of painful anxiety had now 
taken the placce of utter heedlessness in her 
bosom, and she waited in torturing suspense to 
see whether the entrance of this stranger did 
not purport more io her than it had promised 
in words. 








The knight of the Blasted Pine proved himself 
as skilful in action as he was graceful and gallant 
in deportment. Knight after knight he over- 
threw, or gained such advantages over them 
that they retired with the acknowledgment of 
their inferiority. At length when the ambition 
of most of them had been quelled, the Baron 
Terreville advanced to redeem the laurels which 
his companions’ want of success had wreathed 
around the brows of the stranger. 

The Baron Terreville was a powerfully built 
man, and, as has already been expressed, he was 
a tried warrior: the contest, therefore, between 
the stranger knight and him enlisted much more 
interest than any which had preceded it. The 
stranger knight also seemed to feel the import- 
ance of this encounter, for he threw from him 
the lance he had already used, and in its place 
he selected another from among several handed 
him by his squire. The trumpets sounded, and 
each knight started from either extremity of the 
lists: they met midway, and the shock was tre- 
mendous. The lance of the Baron Terreville 
was aimed full at the breast of his adversary— 
it struck and shivered to the head: not so that 
of his antagonist. Aimed at the head, it seized 
the helmet just above the visitor, and bore both 
horse and man back with it—the fastenings of 
the helmet kept their wonted place, and in less 
than an instant both steed and rider rolled to 
the earth together. 

To disengage himself was the work cf only a 
moment to the baron; but he had been severely 
bruised by the fall, and was, therefore, in no 
condition to renew the encounter. He compli- 
mented the stranger knight on his prowess, and 
invited him to dismount, in order to receive 
from the hands of the queen of the tournament 
the prize appointed for the victor of the field. 
The knight of the Blasted Pine would at first 
have declined this honor; but finding that his 
doing so would be considered uncourteous, he 
threw the reins to his squire, who was already 
at his stirrup, and alighted on the ground. He 
was conducted by the baron to the platform 
where Clarice de Santileur sat as queen of the 
tournament, surrounded by a bevy of fair and 
young ladies. As he approached her he knelt 
on one knee, and she took from a maiden beside 
her a gold chain, to which was attached a dia- 
mond cross, and threw it around his neck. 

“Sir knight,” she said, ‘receive the reward 
of valor; and let it be the incitement to brave 
deeds and noble actions: keep thy honor as pure 
as the metal that encircles thee, and let thy faith 
be as clear as the gem that clings toit. Be true 
to thy God—thy country—and the lady of thy 
love.” 
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* To the first,’’ replied the knight, pointing to 
the red cross upon his shoulder, and speaking 
in a voice that was tremulous with emotion, 
“this will prove my truth—the second will ever 
be dear to me—and the last,’’ said he, in a low, 
husky tone, ‘‘is as of the things of the past. 
The title that I bear is but the symbol of my 
heart—loving still, though seared and withered 
in its affection.”? He rose hastily and withdrew, 
but as he remounted his steed Clarice, who had 
kept her eyes fixed upon his person, saw, or 
thought she saw, the end of a scarf peering from 
beneath the over-shirt of white he wore. That 
glance, transient as it was, convinced her (when 
taken with the tone of the voice and the confes- 
sion she had just heard) that she had seen; nay, 
that her own hands had been employed in orna- 
menting it for him, who was still as dear to her 
heart—aye, dearer! than when she fastened it 
across his breast, and bid him recur to that and 
be faithful to her. 

Oh! what would she not have given to have 
spoken one word, to have pronounced one name, 
to have asked one question! Worlds, had they 
been hers, would have been freely offered for 
this simple privilege; but yet she dared not do 
it. Custom with its iron rules forbade it; and 
she was compelled to control the desire, though 
her heart might burst in the effort. 

The stranger knight saluted the company 
courteously, and took his departure as he had 
arrived—unknown and unrecognized. With his 
departure terminated the amusements of the 
day, and with the day terminated the visits of 
all the guests at the Castle Terreville. On the 
following morning the Marquis de Santileur, ac- 
companied by his daughter, and her own recog- 
nized husband, the baron, took their departure 
for Santileur, where the latter was to remain 


until the nuptials had taken place. $ 


CHAPTER Iv. 


‘They were gathered for a bridal.” 
— Saran L. P. Suiru. 


Tue intervening fOrtnight sped rapidly by— 
too rapidly; at least Clarice thought so; for on 
either side she saw “a doom to dread, yet.dwell 
upon,”? and every moment brought her nearer 
to it. No one had heard again of the unknown 
knight. He had passed from the memory of 
many; but Clarice de Santileur returned again 
and again in thought to him, and at each recur- 
rence she became more convinced that his fate 
and hers were connected. 

It was now the morning of the wedding, and 
the bride’s maids were already in attendance on 
the bride; she silently submitted to their direc- 
tion: nor word nor comment fell from her in 








relation to the preparations then in progress, 
nor to him who all expected would be her future 
lord. The toilet was almost complete, when 
one of the maids brought in a small package and 
handed it to the bride: on the outside of it was 
a piece of parchment, on which was written the 
name of Clarice de Santileur. Tremblingly she 
undid the silken threads that bound it, and as 
she did so there fell from it the identical scarf 
she had, at parting, given to Eustace D’On- 
sellet. One glance of mingled wonder and re- 
cognition she bestowed upon it, and then fell 
fainting in the arms of an attendant. 

On recovering, she immediately requested to 
speak alone with her father. She s!'»wed it to 
him, and told him her suspicions that Eustace 
D’Onsellet and the stranger knight at the tour- 
nament were one and the same person, and she 
implored him to break off the nuptials; or at 
least to procrastinate them. The marquis in- 
quired how the packet was received, and being 
informed that a horseman had left it at the 
castle gate, and after delivering it had departed 
as expeditiously and mysteriously as he came— 
he declared it was all a trick got up by some 
designing knave; and refused to accede to his 
daughter’s request. She pleaded, but he was 
deaf to her entreaties. 

*¢ Tt will be but hurrying your child toa grave!”? 
she exclaimed, as she fell on her knees before 
him. 

*‘ Be it so!”? he replied, now becoming highly 
excited at this unexpected resistance to his 
wishes; **a dirge or a marriage song shall this 
day be heard, or I will cease to be the lord of 
Santileur.” Saying this, he rushed from the 
apartment. 

‘A dirge, be it then!’ cried Clarice, as she 
rose from her suppliant position, and from a 
private drawer drew forth a small dagger which 
she carefully concealed in the folds of her dress. 

The party proceeded from the castle to the 
chapel of the monastery hard by, where the 
abbot in his robes was in waiting to officiate at 
the ceremony. Slowly the procession moved 
up the aisle. Clarice was as pale as a corpse, 
and with difficulty supported herself by leaning 
on the arm of her father, who evidently was in 
no placid mood. The Baron Terreville walked 
by her side, stern and stolid; and the friends and 
company brought up the rear. In this manner 


they approached the spot at which the abbot 
stood prepared to receive them. 

The service was already in progress, and the 
priest had just prononnced the formal question 
—as to whether any one there present knew of 
any impediment to the marriage contract about 
to be consummated—when a noise as of the 
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clanking of armor was heard from behind one 
of the many gothic arches in the chapel, and 
upon the instant there appeared, issuing from 
the gloom, a knight clad in complete steel, and 
wearing the habiliments of a crusader. He had 
advanced but a few steps wken every person re- 
cognized him (though he still wore his visor 
down) as the knight of the Blasted Pine—the 
hero of the tournament. His appearance and 
recognition were simultaneous; but the atten- 
tion of the bridal company was quickly with- 
drawn from this new object to a scene of a 
different character that was passing in their 
midst ; and which filled them with consternation 
and surprise. 

Clarice had prepared herself for the crisis of 
her fate when the priest should ask this ques- 
tion; and on hearing it she collected every 
energy she could command, and, without no- 
ticing the interruption to which we have briefly 
adverted, she took a step inadvance. Stopping 
the priest in the midst of the ceremony, she pro- 
tested that the union then being completed was 
one that could not be acceptable to heaven, and 
should not be insisted on by man, and, therefore, 
the rites of the holy church should not sanction 
it. She declared that neither her heart nor her 
mind consented to it: that she was either the 
plighted bride of another, or—if the privilege 
of remaining so was denied her—then she de- 
voted herself to the service of heaven; and she 
claimed the interposition of the church to rescue 
her from so unholy an alliance. 

Nothing could now exceed the astonishment 
of all present. The baron looked confused and 
annoyed, the bridesmaids and company were 
dismayed; and the abbot suffered his book to 
fall from his hand, while he stared in stupid 
wonder at the marquis for an explanation of 
this extraordinary scene. The marquis him- 
self was nearly frantic with rage—he seized his 
daughter violently by the arm, and dragging her 
before the priest, declared, ‘that either with or 
without her consent the marriage should take 
place.” Here, however, his violence was met 
by another interruption that tended to increase 
the confusion already become general. 

When the stranger knight had heard the de- 
claration made by Clarice, he passed hastily 
by those who interposed between him and the 
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priest, and making his way as speedily as pos- 
sible, he stood face to face with the marquis | had worshipped in the holy places, he hastened 
just as the latter had succeeded in dragging his | 
daughter to the altar. At this sight the hand Lorrain, he had heard of her betrothal to the 
of Clarice, as it sought the fold of her dress, ' 


was suddenly arrested, and she gazed at the 
Stranger as though he was some supernatural — 
agent sent to her relief in her greatest need. 
g* 


The intruder, without noticing the frowning 
brows that lowered on all sides upon him, 
walked directly up to the priest. 

J,” said he, in a loud voice, “forbid that 
these nuptials proceed, and declare that maiden 
—the victim of an unholy purpose—is, as she 
proclaimed, plighted before God and man as the 
bride of another.” 

** That other is no more!” cried the Marquis 
de Santileur, turning fiercely upon the stranger. 
‘**He is dead—his bones are bleaching upon the 
sands of Syria!’ 

** He lives!”? replied the knight—“‘he lives to 
claim the troth once plighted, and to make pure 
his own faith.”’ 

** And where?” asked the Baron Terreville, 
pow advancing for the first time. 

Here!’ replied the knight, throwing up his 
visor and disclosing the well known features of 
Eustace D’Onsellet, Count de Lisle. 

‘Eustace! my lord—my lover—my husband !”’ 
cried Clarice, hysterically, as she rushed into his 
offered embrace. 

**T have lost a fair bride,”’ exclaimed the Baron 
Terreville, offering Eustace his hand when the 
confusion had in a degree subsided, “but I have 
found a friend. I resign, sir knight, in favor of 
your stronger claim, backed as it is by the abil 
ference of the lady.’’ 

The party left the chapel without a wedding 
having taken place, but with the understanding 
that when it did occur the bridegroom was to be 
him whose claim was paramount to all others. 
The night of the day that dawned so inauspi- 
ciously was one of unalloyed joy to the lovers. 
Clarice would have Eustace recount to her all 
his adventures. He glossed over those of which 
she had already heard, and only particularly nar- 
rated the history of his captivity and escape. 
He dwelt pathetically on his thoughts of her 
during his imprisonment; and he detailed how 
a few months before, when the fortress in which 
he was detained a captive was attacked by the 
crusaders, he rushed from his prison, and seizing 
the scimitar of his jailor, joined the assailants, 
and with them assisted in the capture of the 
place—how he had united with his companions 
in arms before the walls of Jerusalem—the Holy 
City, and the part he took in the storming, which 
immediately succeeded his arrival—how, after 
the city had been won from the infidels, and he 


his return to France; and how, on arriving in 
Baron Terreville, and considering thet she was 


false to him, he determined to retire from the 
world—how on learning that the tournament 


‘ was to take place, he resolved to be present 
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and judge for himself whether her heart went 
with the match, or whether it was one that had 
been forced upon her—how, on seeing her at the 
tournament, and observing her pale, sorrowful 
countenance, he had come to the latter conclu- 
sion, though he still doubted his own judgment 
—how he gave her evidence of his existence 
by having the scarf conveyed to her; and how 
he determined to be one of the party at the 
wedding, and there to act according as circum- 
stances should seem to require. These inci- 
dents, though we have narrated them in a few 
words, engrossed their conversation during the 
remainder of the day and evening; nor was it 
until midnight that the lovers separated—their 
hearts overflowing with gratitude and love; and 
with a bright hope of the future beaming in un- 
clouded splendor upon them. 

The marriage of Clarice de Santileur to the 
Count de Lisle took place the following week, 
when the Baron Terreville officiated as the friend 
of the young bridegroom, and every one admitted 
that he looked happier and better pleased with 
himself and all around him than he had done the 
previous week, when the relative position of the 
parties was so materially different. 

Need we say that the bride and groom lived 
happily together? The star that had beamed 
upon their union shone undimmed upon them 
for the remainder of their lives. 





MENTAL BEAUTY. 
BY MAY EVERTON. 


THERE are charms which fix the eye 
On the brow of beauty rare; 

And which seem as if a spirit 
Flung a robe of brightness there. 


There are eyes whose soft expression 
Are like shadows in a dream; 

There are lips whose rich carnation 
Vie with morning’s roseate beam. 


There are forms whose grace and motion 
Cause a wonder whence they come; 

Like a band of witgless angels 
Wandering from their spirit home. 


If so beauteous is the casket, 
Moulded with divinest art; 
Oh! how rich the priceless jewels 
Deep within:—the mind and heart! 
For there are, thro’ which the spirit 
Bursts, and brightens meaner forms! 
Hearts, which throb with rich affection, 
Minds, which shall outlive all storms! 
This the glorious combination, 
Lovelier than beauty rare, 
Of the frail and fading casket, 
Tho’ it be, as angels, fair! 








MY FIRST PARTY. 


BY Ae BLACKSTONE, 


CHARLES you must go with me to Mrs, 
Brown’s to-night,”? said my pretty cousin. 

I! Why, Ellen, you know 72 

‘That you have never been to a party before, 
I suppose. So much the more reason why you 
should go now. Here you are eighteen, and 
half through college. It’s high time to make 
a beginning.” 

**T don’t know what under heaven I should 
do there.’? . 

** What all the other young men do; talk to 
the ladies.” 

‘I’m afraid I couldn’t do much that way. 
To tell you the truth, I haven’t small talk 
enough to go to a party.”” 

‘‘ Vastly complimentary! But suppose you 
pull down your towering intellect a little, and 
condescend to lay aside your books for one 
night, and mingle with us ordinary mortals on 
a footing of equality. It won’t do you any 
serious injury.”’ 

*¢ But, Ellen, I have no invitation.” 

‘Because Mrs. Brown did not know you were 
here. If she had heard of your arrival in town, 
she would certainly have sent you one. © Don’t 
you remember she gave you a general invitation 
last winter ?” 2 

I was not altogether convinced by this logic; 
but my cousin was determined to take no ex- 
cuse. Finding escape impossible, I resigned 
myself to my fate, and went to Stewart’s for a 
pair of white kid gloves. 

Parties and balls have always been my espe- 
cial detestation. I have often wondered why 
they were invented; and after many profound 
cogitations on the subject, could only find these 
two reasons; first, to enable ladies and gentle- 
men of fashion to kill time; and secondly, to 
afford a sort of market, where young women 
may be shown off to the best advantage, and 
young men most readily entangled in the snares 
of Cupid and Hymen. Now touching the first 
of these motives, I never find the hours hang 
heavy on my hands. *“ Ars longa vita brevis.” 
** Art is long and life is short,”’ or as translated 
by Longfellow, ‘‘art is long and time is fleet- 
ing;”’ and I have always quite as much to do as 
I can manage. With respect to the second, I 





have never been exactly matrimonially inclined, 
and least of all just now, when it requires all 
my energies to support my single self. 
knows what I should do with a wife. 
The eventful hour of my “ first appearance” 
I arrayed myself in full dress suit, 


Heaven 


drew nigh. 
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with pumps and silk stockings. I abominate 
pumps, they seem to have been invented on 
purpose to cripple the wearer. If they are 
tight, you are kept in continual torment; if 
loose, they threaten to slip off every moment; 
and you are forced to maneeuvre about in them 
like a cat shod with walnuts. 

The man who first introduced dress-boots de- 
serves to be enrolled among the benefactors of 
the human race. But on such occasions they 
were not generally worn. So 1 crowded my feet 
as I have said into a pair of pumps. Having 
performed my ablutions with the most scrupu- 
lous care, and ascertained by divers surveys 
that I was as I should be in every respect, I 
emptied about half the contents of a bottle of 
cologne upon my white ’kerchief, took a mo- 
derate draught out of the same, (I mean the 
bottle) by way of inspiring myself with a little 
Dutch courage, and then drawing on my new 
gloves sallied forth. 

Now behold us, myself and cousin, entering 
Mrs. Brown’s well filled parlor! I heartily 
wished myself home again; for, in spite of the 
cologne, I felt a sort of all-overishness, which, 
as the novel-writers say, ‘can be more easily 
imagined than described.”? I am sure it was 
not modesty nor bashfulness, these are com- 
modities with which I was never overstocked. 
I could even then at an examination rattle off 
an extempore translation of a passage which I 
had never before seen, with such rapidity as to 
puzzle the professor completely; or hold half 
an hour’s altercation in the recitation room with 
the tutor, on the proper reading of a line in 
Homer; and since that time I have delivered 
lectures, addressed political meetings, called on 
particular friends to borrow money; and per- 
formed various other acts which require an ex- 
tra quantity of assurance. It was the sense of 





utter unfitness for my present situation of being 


completely “izeptws,’? as the old Romans used 
to call it; it was the consciousness of being as 
much out of my element as a shad would be on 
the top of a tree. I hate to be a cipher any 
where; here I was the veriest of ciphers. 

We had exchanged the usual civilities with our 
hostess; my cousin was surrounded by a group 
of beaux, and I stood still and silent without the 
slightest idea of what was to be done next. A 
young man approached in a claret-colored coat, 
yellow gloves, and blue cravat. He was one of 
those cousins or nephews who are always ‘on 
hand” to make themselves “generally useful.” 
Mrs. Brown introduced him: we bowed and 
shook hands after the most approved fashion. 

Do you dance, Mr. Howard?” 

“ Ye—es, that is—I believe I know how.”? 


? 


; 





“Let me have the pleasure of introducing 
you to a young lady,” quoth he, and taking 
possession of my unresisting arm, he dragged 
me through the crowd half across the room, 
and presently came to a sudden halt in front 
of a Miss, apparently some fifteen years old. 

**Miss Morrison, allow me to have the plea- 
sure of introducing to you Mr. Howard ?” 

**Good evening Miss Morrison,” said I, exe- 
cuting a bow with all the grace I could muster. 
Off shot my evil genius in yellow gloves, leaving 
me sub cultro. 

Miss Morrison murmured something in reply 
which I did not hear; then she looked down at 
her feet very sentimentally, and presently the 
little foot moved. Miss Morrison continued to 
contemplate her shoes with remarkable assi- 
duity; while I, to keep her company, took a 
comprehensive survey of my pumps. In this 
situation we stood for some minutes; I waiting 
very politely for the lady to open the conver- 
sation, but finding no indications of a disposi- 
tion on her part, I at length made a desperate 
attempt. 

** Very warm evening, Miss Morrison ?” 

Miss Morrison replied in the affirmative. 

* But it was warmer yesterday,” continued I, 
vigorously following up my first movement. _ 

The lady assented to this proposition likewise. 

There was another long pause. I began to 
feel fidgetty. My ears, which I felt growing 
red, were stunned by the incessant clatter of 
tongues everywhere around me. The more I 
desired to say something, the more I didn’t 
know what to say. At last an idea flashed 
across my mind, and was instantly pressed into 
service. 

‘Have you seen the exhibition of the Na- 
tional Academy, Miss Morrison ?”? 

‘© No, sir, I have not!’ 

This was a complete damper. I was utterly 
nonplussed, Happily at this moment was heard 
the call, “gentlemen take your partners for a 
cotillion.”? I led off Miss Morrison to her place, 
trying to recollect as much as I could of the 
steps which I had learned three years ago from 


’ our colored servants. 


Jingle, jongle, jungle, went the piano. 

“Forward two,” quoth the M. C, “pro tem,”’ 
and off started the dancers. I believe I trod on 
my partner’s toes occasionally, and once or twice 
came near running over a very small young lady 
who was my “vis-a-vis.”? But, on the whole, 
things went off as well as could be expected. 

Anything for a change as the vagabond said 
when they took him to the watch-house. The 
company decided that it was too warm to dance, 
(I had been of that opinion for some time pre- 
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vious) and determined to have a little music by 
way of variety. Accordingly demand was made 
on a young lady, who, after declaring, first, that 
she never sung; secondly, that she did not know 
how to sing; and thirdly, that she hadn’t prac- 
tised for six months, finally marched up to the 
piano in grand style. I took Miss Morrison “ in 
tow,” as a sailor would say, and sauntered in the 
same direction, on the principle of what mathe- 
maticians call the “sufficient reason,’ to wit, 
because there was no particular motive for my 
going anywhere else. The fair performer after 
turning over about two dozen songs, at last 
succeeded in finding one to her taste. My eye 
accidentally caught the title. To my great sur- 
prise it was not an Italian but a beautiful Scotch 
ballad. 

The diffident artiste commenced. She length- 
ened out the sweet strains as if she never could 
have enough of them, like a fly crawling through 
a pot of honey. Annoyed beyond measure by 
the performance, I leaned against a corner of 
the wall, and sought the last refuge of the mise- 
rable. 

I was awakened by a grand crash. A young 
lady with any amount of mouth and a very small 
quantity of nose, was doing execution on the 
unfortunate instrument at the rate of twenty 
knots an hour, and letting loose upon society a 
vast number of words in some unknown tongue 
pitched in the shrillest treble; whilea young gen- 
tleman with one side of his collar standing up 
and the other turned down, was accompanying 
her in the deepest kind of bass. I listened out 
of pure astonishment, and soon distinguished 
the words, ‘‘dove, dove, dove,” in the loudest 
conceivable tone, amid terrible thunderings of 
the piano. 

Now it is not surprising that hearing these 
words so often repeated, I should have felt some 
curiosity to learn their meaning. I looked anx- 
iously around in hope of discovering some one 
from whom the desired information might be 
extracted. To my great relief I recognized two 
old schoolmates whom I had not before observed. 

*¢ Can you tell me what dove means ?”’ I said. 

**Do-veay? (I knew nothing of Italian, and 
he knew less) why ‘go away !’”’ to be sure. 

Not feeling quite certain of the correctness of 
this version, I applied to the second. 

**Do—ve? I believe it is the Italian for dove,”? 
and with this lucid explanation I was obliged to 

st content. 

The duett like all other sublunary things came 
to an end in the course of time. Some one else 
meantime had made way’with Miss Morrison, 
and I was left to my own resources. First I 
stood still in one corner for a few minutes; then 
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I walked over to another and stood there; next 
I tried to listen to a song which was being mur- 
dered, but the instinct of self-preservation soon 
compelled me to retire to a respectful distance. 
Then I trod on a lady’s toe, and begged her 
pardon for so doing. Even this little incident 
afforded me great relief. 

Suddenly a fan was dropped, I sprang forward 
like a young comet, nearly diminishing an ex- 
quisite who was advancing for the same object, 
seized the fallen article, and turned to present 
it to, its fair owner. But just at that instant a 
waiter entered the room with a tray of hot 
stewed oysters. In turning, I ran against him, 
he fell over, and the contents of the tray poured 
headlong, a perfect cataract, into the lady’s lap. 
There was a scream—a rush. 

But I heard no more. I darted from the room, 
and have never been at a party since! 





ELLEN DALE. 
BY SAMUEL M’NUTT. 
Her voice is mute at ev’ning’s fall, 
Her form has left the vale; 


She died as Summer roses die, 
The gentle Ellen Dale. 


The daughter of a hunter bold, 
An only child was she; 
A lily in the wilderness 
Beside the dark Maumee. 
*T was evening in the forest glades, 
And moonbeams lit the vale, 
When thus her darling William breathed 
The lover’s tender tale. 


‘*A cot beneath the flowering vine 
Awaits my love and me; 

Where lilies bloom and wild birds sing, 
And streams are glancing free.” 

A war-shout echoed o’er the hills, 
And rung from dell to dell; 

And onward swept the forest horde 
With torch, and whoop, and yell! 

They burned her father’s dwelling place, 
They slew her William dear, 

And bore her with their savage band 
To forests dark and drear. 

And there, upon the lonely hills, 
With treasures of the wild, 

They crowned her for a chieftain’s bride, 
The pale man’s lovely child. 

But, oh! the wild was not her home— 
A dreary desert land; 

Nor could she love the dark-eyed chief 
With all his warrior band. 

And there she faded like a gleam 
That flits across the vale; 

She lies beside the Western wave, 
The gentle Ellen Dale. 
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LIFE IN A VILLAGE. 


BY N. W. WHITE. 


Every body knows more or less of the pecu- 
liarities of life in a village. What a meagre 
monotony of every-day business is perpetually 
presented to view; especially if the place be in- 
tersected by none of those mighty internal im- 
provements, for which we, as a nation, are at 
this time, lamentably proverbial abroad! There 
are no quick transitions from one scene to another 
to relieve the mind. To the resident, it comes 
to be, after a few years, one continuous succes- 
sion of the same revolutions; like the simple 
circular motion of a mill-wheel, which delights 
at first, but soon wearies with its sameness. 
You may start out early in the morning, pedes- 
trianate the live-long day, within the precincts of 
your laid-out villa; and you meet, identically, 
the self-same objects that you met in a thousand 
similar promenades. 

You see none but the faces you have seen 
so frequently ; which, at last, from their very fa- 
miliarity, become painful to see. Here are the 
same, old, ricketty cart ; and the same old, blind, 
lame, ugly horse; with the same old, unique, 
opinionated driver, that have plodded your only 
street, almost from time immemorial. Here are 
the same, time-discolored stores! The mer- 
chant’s and mechanic’s signs you have mechani- 
cally read so often, that you can specify, accu- 
rately, the blemish or beauty of each individual 
letter, a hundred miles off. Here are the same 
locust shade-trees, unaltered from the hour you 
first beheld them; and you are intimate with 
every branch and twig—nay, can enumerate 
each separate leaf. Here are the same flag- 
stone pavements, placed only occasionally on the 
side-walk—they are so acquaint to your ken, that 
you can point out faithfully each one the darkest 
night; or compute their area without the aid 
of mathematical instruments, or the science of 
figures. Here are the same ragged, little urchins 
that you regularly see per diem ; and you know, 
with painful certainty, the ancestry and blood- 
relation of each—how many marbles, tops, balls 
and hoops each wily rogue has—which minia- 
ture sled belongs to each—how much it is worn— 
and how often he has mounted it, in winter 
time, to sail, dare-devil like, down your sloping 
street—you know each rent or patch the juve- 
nile rascal has in his roundabout or pantaloons. 
You know what each young chap’s father’s avo- 
cation is—how indolent or industrious he is— 
what quantum of work he will do in a given 





* This sketch will make the reader smile. Cannotsome 
of our fair readers say a word for “Village Life.” 
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time—where and how he lives—when he was 
married—whom he got—what kind of a wife she 
makes—whether neat and tidy, or a miserable 
slattern—what his religious tenets are—whether 
he is Whig or Democrat—and if you meet him 
in the street, before you come within speaking 
distance, you are aware of the expression that 
will diffuse his features—in what way he will 
shake your hand—what the tenor of the saluta- 
tion he will give ; and in your invariable and uni- 
versal interrogation—* What’s the best news ?” 
you have anticipated his answer long before he 
has time to utter it—‘ Why, nothing strange, 
I believe!’? You are quite conversant with his 
gait; and can “ monstrous certain”? predict his 
approach, by hearing his step. 

These are a few, and very few indeed, of the 
unvarying incidents, that every day flash in your 
face with agonizing monotony. There are the 
antiquated tavern stand, with its topsy-turvy, 
cracking sign-board, and the low, shattered, 
doggerel hut, and the cake and beer shop, and 
the uncupolaed meeting-house, and the ** mighty 
old’? log school-house, and the comic little post- 
office, all decorated with out-of-date circus, and 
other hand-bills, and the queer little doctor shop, 
and a “great heap” of etceteras, that I have 
shrunk from portraying. There they stand, one 
and the.same, from year to year, from genera- 
tion to generation, blackened and blackening in 
the tempests of time! Nochange! A medley, 
that is renewed every morning, and stationary 
as the everlasting hills! There’s the doctor? 
You can tell every patient he has visited for the 
last “‘ twelvemonth”—what was his complaint— 
how often he was bled—how much marcury 
was prescribed—what was the exorbitant bill the 
Doctor charged—how the man disputed it— 
what ‘’stoundin’ hard’? names he called the 
doctor—how the latter sutd him—and all that! 
If you ever hear a strange noise, you stop, in- 
cline your ear, and listen—ah ! it is the ringing 
tehink of the doctor’s mortar and pestle ; he has 
got a new patient; more alloways, and roobarb, 
and senna and —— mercy on him! 

There’s the cabinet-carpenter! You know 
how often he uses his saw—who—and what 
for—who ’s getting a table, or bureau, or bed- 
stead. There it goes, the blacksmith’s ringing 
hammer—ring, ring, ring, with the old son of 
Vulcan, making his clock-work obeisance to that 
uncomplaining anvil, the first time for weeks. 
And there comes our redoubtable post-boy, “as 
I’m alive.”? Now hurrahand jump up forever! 
Well, what of it? He only stops a minute, 
There are no papers taken here ; and he has, as 
our P. M. says, “no letters for nohody,”? as 
usual. 
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LIFE IN A VILLAGE. 





The only things that can create a sensation 
here, are, the arrival of the post-boy, a patient 
for the doctor, or a stranger from abroad. But 
these godsends are, emphatically, so “ few and 
far between,” that, long before they are re- 
newed, you have sunk into a comatose lethargy, 
each one for himself; and the only combination 
of feeling and words is in the wonder, “ what 
will come next ??? 

And thus, from day to day, and from year to 
year, will you wash away the essence of your 
life, in an unvarying, sluggish, turbid current. 
In time you will almost learn to love the sight 
of the illiterate old cobbler, whom you can dimly 
decipher through the dust-covered, cobweb- 
worn window of his one story, crazy domicil, 
hammering soles on his belabored lapstone, 
with the patience of job. Pat, pat, pat, from 
morn till night—pat, pat, pat! 
man! 
rich. He has toiled half a century in the pros- 
pect; and is as poor yet, as the biped of a cer- 
tain notable personage we read of in biblical 
biography ! 

Once in a long time, mayhap after an interval 
of years, a stranger suddenly appears in your 
midst. And then what a bustle, and whisper- 
ing, and wondering, and screaming, and quiz- 
zing, and wretched suspense follows! Whether 
he be a patrician or plebian, every body is on the 
alert to find out some particular to communicate 
to his or her neighbor. If he be the former, in- 
finitely more “terrible” will be the flood of con- 
jectures set afloat as to who he is—where he 
came from—where he is going—and what is his 
business. And if the poor fellow happen to be 
@ young, unmarried man, “ dreadful” will be 
the havoc made with each movement he makes, 
and each word he speaks. The veterans will 
shake their heads, seem a Solomon in wisdom, 
and be ‘* powerful”? cautious how they tolerate 
him amongst them; the youngsters will all be 
eager to make his acquaintance first ; the elderly 
matrons will incidentally ask ‘* wonderful’? ques- 
tions” about his looks, &c., casting a positive 
glance to one or more of their female children 
**on the carpet;” the young ladies will spring 
to the door, as he passes by, look after him for a 
long time, scrutinize minutely, then go back to 
their mirror, and have all sorts of funny feelings 
whilst arranging themselves before it, with the 
most fastidious exactness, so as to be “ cruel 
nice ;” and the dear, innocent, village gossips, 
will meet in solemn conclave, discuss his merits, 
and compare notes, with the gravity of ancient 
seers. Of course, there is no ostensible call for 


their meeting, but the sequel soon reveals all. 
Miss Curious, a fidgety little thing, soon exclaims, 











“La, me! I do wonder who this strange 
young gentleman is that came to town lately? 
He stopped at Mr. Toppington’s Hotel, and has 
been there two days already! I do wonder!” 

*T don’t know,”’ said Miss Lookout, a large, 
blustering busy body; ‘‘but our Samuel says, 
that Peter Quizus says, that Alphonso Finde- 
mout says he heard the young man say to the 
bar-keeper that he was from Philemedelphy.” 

** Bless my heart!” cried out Miss Flatus, of 
a “certain age;”? a sharp-nosed, thin-lipped, 
span-form, very pedantic maid; ‘he must then 
know my brother William, who lives there, and 
keeps an extensive shoemaker’s shop.” 

** Very likely, aunty,’’ replied Miss Levitus, 
with a sly, cunning leer. ‘But I would like 
‘amazin’ well to know if the widow Templeton 
is going to invite him to her party next Thurs- 


Persevering old } day night?”? and she turns successively to the 
He began the world poor, resolved to be ; 


company, each member anxious and inquiring. 

*¢ To be sure he’s invited,”? shouts Miss Fear- 
nought, at the top of her voice, as she bursts into 
the room; a sizeable, loveable, heedless, volatile 
maid—“ to be sure, for I saw him, myself, talk- 
ing with the widow’s son, this morning, before 
our steps.” She emphasizes the latter part of 
the sentence, and then stops abruptly, as if she 
has unwittingly disclosed a ‘‘ powerful secret,” 
leaving the company to judjre which one of the 
named gentlemen had made her a morning call. 

¢ Well, he’s a fine looking man,” says Mrs. 
Flirtil, a lately married romp. 

*¢ And has such fine eyes.”’ 

*¢ And pretty whiskers.”? 

* And beautiful teeth!” 

*¢ And is so neat !”? 

* And walks so nice! &c. &c. &c.,’? exclaims 
the ejaculators in rapid succession. 

In fine, they canvass him elaborately amid 
sparring of words, ambiguous hints, and con- 
cealed loves and fears; and they disperse, ex- 
hausted, inwardly praying for ‘‘next Thursday 
night” to come round on express. Probably 
before that time arrives some one has seen the 
poor, unsuspecting victim leave town in a 
“dreadful hurry.”? Before twenty minutes the 
whole population knows the casualty—all their 
fond hopes are blasted in the bud, and they 
never hear aught more of the ‘mysterious 
young man.” In time things find their level 
again. The sickening routine of every day life 
will stare you in the face more horribly than 
before. There are the same houses and dull 
signs; and men and boys; and cows and dogs; 
and pigs, and cart, and driver, blacksmith, cob- 
bler, doctor, post-boy, and post-master, and all, 
all, all—oh!—oh! it is worse than solitary con- 
finement! 
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FLORAL DEPARTMENT. 
CULTURE OF FALL FLOWERS. 


We resume, and finish the conversation between 
Charles and his wife, giving directions for the culti- 
vation of garden and hot-house flowers. 


“Tn August, if you are fond of biennial and peren- 
nial flowers, you may sow the seeds in the same way 
as I directed you for the more hardy varieties of an- 
nuals, in the open ground. They may be planted, 
however, at any time previous to this without injury, 
and indeed if sown at an earlier date would make 
larger plants. I will mention a few of the best kinds. 
Among the most prominent are the Antinherims, or 
Snapdragons, the Rose and white Campions, the Cas- 
sia Marylandria, the Cheiranthus Cheiri, or Wall- 
flower, the Delphinum Clatum, or Bee Larkspur, the 
Sweet Williams, the Digitales or Fog-glove, of which 
there are four varieties, the purple, yellow, iron-co- 
lored and white; the Salliardius, the Hesperis or sweet 
Rocket, the swamp Hibiscus, the Henerocallis or Blue 
Day Lily, the Everlasting Pea, the Lunciria or Satin 
flower, the Onothera or Evening Primrose, the Peps- 
temons, Phlog, Cowstlips, the Passiflora Incarnata or 
Passion-flower, the Potentillas, with the Viola Grand- 
flora or Hearts Ease. All of *these should be trans- 
planted when of sufficient size to the situations they 
are intended to occupy. About the last of this month, 
or in the early part of the next, as may be convenient, 
the time is not material, and from that to the middle 
of September, but never later, you may sow your 
Dwarf Rocket Larkspur (Delpherum agacis) seeds. 
They look best either in beds or clumps, where they 
produce a picturesque and fine effect. They must be 
sown in the situations in which they must remain, and 
when the plants are up they must be thinned out to 
four or six inches apart. They do not flower, how- 
ever—neither do any grow after biennials and peren- 
nials until the following year. 

“Your Dahlias must now be well staked te prevent 
their being blown down by the approaching autumn 
winds. 

“ September must next be attended to. Your house 
plants will now require some revision. Some of them 
by this time will have filled their pots with roots. To 
such as have done so remove a portion of the earth 
from the surface of the pots, and replace it with fresh 
of a similar kind. Those that are slender and liable 
to be broken should also be secured with neat rods. 
When this is all done wash whatever greenness, mould 
or foulness from the outsides of the pots nature or ne- 
glect may have placed there. They will then he in 
readiness for removal indoors as soon as the now in- 
creasing coolness of the nights may require such a 
course. This generally occurs from the middle to the 
last of the month, after which time no tender plant 
should be suffered to remain in the open air. 

“Such roses, too, as you may wish to transplant 
from the border should now be lifted, with a large ball 
of earth to the root, and transferred to pots. After 
trimming them in carefully, you may set them in the 
shade for a day or two, after which time they will do 
well, 











‘* You must also begin to prepare your beds for your 
spring flowering bulbous roots, such as Pwonies, Hya- 
cinths and Tulips. All the varieties of bulbs thrive 
best where the soil in which they are intended to grow 
is not only dug deeply and loosely, but well fertilized 
with leaf mould and well-rotted manure in equal parts, 
to which river sand may be added if the soil be harsh. 

‘Your Crysanthemums, a hardy perennial plant, 
should now be tied up, and trimmed of. their dead 
leaves, as their flowering season will soon come. 

‘October has now arrived. Your house plants be- 
fore this will all be indoors. They require less atten- 
tion during this and the succeeding months, November 
and December, than at any other season of the year. 
Less water, too, supplies them, for at this period all 
vegetation is necessarily dormant. The Cacti and all 
the other varieties of succulant plants need excessively 
little; indeed water once in two or three weeks will 
suffice them. 

“You must now plant your bulbous roots. The 
varieties most suitable at this season are the Crocus, 
a small but very pretty little yellow flower, the Vrit- 
talaria or Crown Imperial, the various varieties of 
Iris, the Jonquils. the various varieties of Lilies, all 
of which are splendid and showy flowers; the Nar- 
cissi, Peonies, which are especially grand, particu- 
larly the tree Ponies, and the magnificently marked 
Tulip in its hundred varieties. If, however, it is not 
convenient to plant your bulbs now, they will succeed 
well even should their sitting be postponed until No- 
vember, or even December should the ground be open. 

‘* And now for November. y 

“In November and December you will observe the 
directions already given as to your house plants: they 
are amply sufficient for this and the succeeding month. 

‘* Out-of-doors you may now cover your beds of bul- 
bous roots just made with a litter of leaves, or if you 
like with several inches of cow manure, also covered 
with leaves, over which brush may be laid to prevent 
the more airy part of the covering from being dispersed 
by the winds. This will protect them from severe 
cold, and cause them to flower better in their proper 
season. Your summer-flowering bulbs, Dahlias, &c., 
may now be taken up, and after being carefully dried, 
laid away until the succeeding season. A dry cellar 
is the most suitable locality for Dahlias, but it must 
be perfectly dry and free from mould, or damp of any 
kind, or your roots will decay. The other bulbs may 
be placed anywhere provided they are fully protected 
from frost or fire heat, either of which would do them 
irreparable injury. 

‘Bat my Hyacinths and Tulips for the house—have 
you forgotten them ?” 

‘No; November is their season for planting. Your 
soil should be the same that I before suggested, and 
they, themselves, should be set as near as possible to 
the surface of the pot, indeed, on it, if you choose: 
they look pretty thus, and have more room for their 
roots. At first they need but little water, which mast 
be sparingly applied, at least until they begin to show 
their leaves, when they require it more frequently. 
Your bulbs for glasses should be placed in their recep- 
tacles with the water just touching their lower circle, 
and stood in a dark place for a few days or a week, 
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where they will sooner display their roots: after this, 
however, let them have as much warmth, sun and air 
as possible, nevertheless keeping them in such a posi- 
tion that the sun can never directly strike the exposed 
fibres of the bulbs. The water should be changed at 
first every two days: otherwise it may cause the young 
roots to decay, and mar the growth of the parent bulb. 

** And now what for December?” 

“Very little. You have only to observe my pre- 
vious directions, and all will go well with your little 
favorites.” 

“Thank you, Charles, and you shall never want a 
q Frag and beauty shall wait upon your 
steps; and when I prove an unskilful gardener——” 

**T will correct you, pet, “‘and teach you to do 
better.” 
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History of the Roman Republic. By J. Michelet. 
Translated by Hazlitt. Appleton & Co.—Here is a 
most valuable work, so condensed and beautified by 
the genius of its author, that with the details of history 
one has almost the spirit and grace of a romance. A 
work like this redeems the general reader from the 
necessity of wading through a world of dull volumes 
to obtain a knowledge of past events. Authors like 
Michelet are intellectual gardeners, they gather up 
and sweep away the weeds and brambles that old 
writers have cast in the way of the scholar, and con- 
dense in some most agreeable form all that we can 
wish to know: thus we save time and are reprieved 
from the dull exertions of study, which, until this style 
of historical writing came up, was absolutely weari- 
some. Formerly the reading of history was a study— 
now it is only an amusement. The Appletons have 
issued this book in a very neat style. 


St. Giles and St. James. By Douglas Jerrold. 
lvol. Burgess & Stringer.—This is a singular book, 
intensely interesting, full of thrilling narrative and in- 
cident, with a most magnificent design imperfectly car- 
ried out. Some of the characters are unsurpassed for 
force and truth of delineation. John Blast and the 
muffin maker, nothing can surpass them!—still the 
book is not well carried out. So great a mind with so 
great a plot should have made everything connected 
with the subject perfect. This house of Burgess, 
Stringer & Co., have published some excellent works 
of late. It is fast taking a stand among the best pub- 
lishing houses. 

Court of Louis the Fourteenth. By Miss Pardoe. 
2vols. Harper & Brothers.—This is a delightful book, 
full of sound knowledge, interspersed with agreeable 
gossip—reading it is like travelling in a beautiful coun- 
try, when, while you make valuable progress, you are 
yet continually amused. We do not know where a 
better idea of the age of Lowis le grand can be ob- 
tained—its wars, intrigues, manners, costumes, &c. 
&e.—than in this book of Miss Pardoe. The work is 
to be in six numbers, of which we have here two; and 
will be elegantly. printed, with numerous fine wood 
engravings. 








The Soul and the Body. No. 25 of Harper’s New 
Miscellany.—This is another of those books that are 
so beautifully calculated to convey a clear idea of our 
physical and intellectual qualities blended and acting 
together. The author, Doctor Moore, an eminent Lon- 
don physician, explains the connections of body and 
mind, and their influence on each other, with a clear- 
ness and simplicity that makes what might seem by its 
title to be some metaphysical or physiological volume, 
one of the most readable and easily understood books 
in the world. Every one should read that chapter 
which gives ‘a general view of the effects of the 
passions on health.” 


Harper’s Fire Side Library. The Good Genius 
that turned everything into Gold.—The fairy herself, 
little busy bee that she was, must have been to work 
on the illustrations and the cover of this pretty gilt 
leaved book. It is one of the most delightful stories 
with a moral to it that ever you read, and done up in 
a manner that makes you long to fold it up in silver 
paper the moment you have the story by heart. This 
library will be a treasure to the juvenile members of 
any family; a little household string of jewels in a 
casket of gold. 


Orators of the Age. By Francis. Harper's New 
Miscellany, No. 24.+Here we have a volume of 
spirited and graphic pen sketches of all the living 
English orators whom we have learned to criticise, 
reverence or admire. Lord Brougham, Lord Morpeth, 
the Duke of Wellington, Sir Robert Peel, indeed all 
the orators of Great Britain pass before us like living 
and speaking pictures. This one volume makes us 
better acquainted with their persons and peculiarities 
than a world of newspaper reports could give. 


Josephus. Illustrated, No. 2.—The Harpers have 
always some magnificent pictorial work under way, 
and each new issue seems more beautiful and perfect 
than its predecessor. With the great Pictorial History 
of England yet incomplete, we have a commencement 
of Josephus, illustrated after a like fashion with every 
thing lavished upon it that can give excellence to a 
noble work. The Illustrated Josephus has only reached 
its second number, but the two first are jewels of art. 


Gardener and Complete Florist. New York: W. 
H. Graham.—Every lady who loves flowers, and every 
gentleman who has a taste for fine vegetables, should 
have this pretty little volume. We have thirty feet of 
ground by twenty wide, choked up with plants, and in 
its culture this little volume is our only text book. 
Price twenty-five cents, 


The Maid of the Valley. By A. J. Herr. New 
York: W. H. Graham.—This is a well told tale of 
the Revolution, published for twenty-five cents. It 
will reflect credit on the author. 


Advice to Young Men. By T.S. Arthur. 1 vol. 
G. Howe, Boston.—Arthur always writes well, but 
especially well on didactic themes. This volume is 
an 18 mo., elegantly printed. 

The Duke and Cousin. By Mrs. Grey, Philada: 
T. B. Peterson.—Another cheap novel, very well writ- 
ten, and got up in an especially neat 

















we 
rn arial 6 . , 








————" “ewe 
a eee 






